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Thb first edition of Mr. Very't wriUngi wm 
prepared hj Mr. Emerson, and pnblished at bis 
request by Messrs. Little & Brown, at Boston in 
1839, under the title of ^' Essays and Foems." 
It was long since exhausted, though never re- 
printed, and consisted of three essays in prose 
and something less tlian half of the poetical 
pieces bere given. 

The essays received high praise bota eminent 
sourccs, though it is thought best not to include 
them in the present coUection of the poetry, 
whose pure, bird-like note of unpremeditated 
song was at that time, if not stili, a unique pro- 
duction bere ; and stood (as Mr. Dana remarked 
of it) quite " apart " in American literature. 
It was bailed with delight by tlie leading literary 
men then on this side of the Atlantic (vide Me- 
moir, pp. 9-11), whose feeling for thb genu- 
ine, underived voice of NewJSngland piety finds 
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expressioiii it is hoped, in the linea which Mr. . 
Yeiy's literary f riends bave desired sliould stand 
as an introduction to ibis ooUection o£ bis poetry. 

If the verse alluded to secms to overestixnate 
the value of that poetry, it is to be romembered 
that it applies only to the condition of poetical 
literature in tbis country balf a century ago^ 
and it is to be noted that it understates the im- 
prossion which Mr. Very's remarkable originality 
and fervor of pure devotion made upon bis con- 
temporaries. 

The present coUection bas been arranged with 
a view of sbowing the development of the Au« 
tbor's rcligious idea connectedly ; and bas been 
divided into such groupings and sequences as the 
subjcct natnrally assumes by headings, taken 
from bis writingSy which serve to denote the 
cbaracter of tlio group so inclosed. Thougb not 
including ali the verse even produced during the 
period of Mr. Very's remarkable exaltation, it 
presents tbrougliout a closely connected s^quence 
of tbought, and a complete picture of a deep and 
nnusual roligious experience» that colors ali of 
the writer*8 work ; some of which, of earlier and 
later origin, is inclndcd for general literary 
reasons. 
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Into it ali ho poured lua inmost tod ; whoM 
historjr is bore wrifcten with an intensity which 
varied with the writer's spiritual and montai 
eondition* Ali of Mr. Veiy's yono is absolntely 
eomposed withont a thought of litorarjr fonui — 
though it has an. unstudied graco of ito own, — 
and with a spontaneity which is almost as rare 
as it Ì8 eoncoded to ho admirablo in literaxy art 

WM. P. ANDREWS. 
Salbm, Mass.» Ftbruanf, 1883. 
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**An extra^mundane eharaeter foUk rtferenee to thti 
globet and though not a native o/the moonf not ìnade qf 
the dfMt o/thÌHplanet,'*'~ Cowpkk. 
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Jones VsBT, the poet, wm ht^fn at ^filemr tt" 

Massachusetts Bay, on the 28th oLÀugu&JsJLSlg. 
He was the eldest o£ six children, two of whoni 
died in infancy. His brother, the Rcy. Wash< 
ington Veryi who died in early manhoodf and 
Miss L. L. A. Very, the younger of his two sis- 
tcrs, who stili Burvivé him, exhibited also a de< 
cided tr.lcnt for versification, which they soom to 
have inhcritcd from their parents, both of whoni 
were fond of composing verscs, and somctimei 
included them in their lettera to the childrcn. 

Mp. Very's father, " Capt" Jones Very> a son 
of '' Capf Isaac Very of S])enccr, ^lass., and 
his third wife Rachel (Jones) Very, was, like hit 
father bcfore liim, a sliiiimaster, and followcd the 
Bea from early life. He was one of the sliip 
masters whose intelligence and gcntlcmanly bear 
ing made the name of New England honorcd oi 
ali seas. Married early in life to his cousin. 
Lydia Very of Salem, he seems to have bcen s 
highly respected and useful citizen, and wàs sooz 
given command of a vessel. He made man} 
successful voyages, on the last twp of which, ir 
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1823 to Cronstadt, and in 1824 to New Orleans, 
he was accorapanied by bis son Jones, then a boy 
of nine.^ 

Wliile in New Orleans young Jones was seni 
to school, and on bis return to Salem be went 

> By tha followlng genealogioal nota, for wbloh w« are Indebted 
to tha refORrchaa of Dr. Henry Wheatland, Prasidant of tha Euax 
Inatituta la Balem, In tha publlcatloiu of which Society tt waa first 
printed, it appaara that tha family la tracad back to Bridget Very^^ 
who carne from Kngland with ber two aona and a daughtar, and 
waa a ineiiibar of tho Flrit Church in Balcm in 1G48. Bhe and 
har aon SauiueP lived on tha north aida of Cadar Pond, near tha 
Danvera alinahoiiao, whara they ownad a larga tract of land, and 
whara her daicandanta raslded for a cautury or mora. Many of 
thein ramoved to Balein and bocaina alUpinaiitori. 

Samuel IVry,* born in Knghind about IGIU, mahriad Allea, daugh* 
taf of John Woodla, Woodhouaa or Woodloa, liad : 

Jietijaniin Vtry^* nmrriad Jemima, dauglitar of Joiaph Kawhall 
Of Lyiin ; hod : 

Iwao Verj/t* born July 30, 1716 ; married Klizabath Oilaa in 1736 ; 
A corporal tuider Colonal Icliabod llaiated in 17C0 ; diad at Sandy 
Hook in tha army, 1778 ; liad loua Iiaao and Samuel. 

Samuel IVry," born in Salem, I>ecember 10, 17C5 ; marriad, In 
1770, Hannah Putnay. Sita diad Fabruary 4, 1700. Ha waa a maa- 
tar and owiier of a veuel, but kept a atora many yaara in Salem at 
tha cornar of Kanox and Boaton atreeta ; died in 1824, aged GO ; had : 
Lydia,<i horn June 14, 1702 ; married her oouain, Jones Very, and was 
tha motlier of tiia subject of tliis sketch. 

Isaac Ver^f^ born in Salam, 1745; marriad, for bis tliird wifa, 
Rachel Jones of Cliarlton. He resided soma years in Charlton and 
Spencer, the lator part of bis life in Salem ; was master of a vessai 
and an oflleer of tiia oustoms, Salem. He died in 1831, aged 86 ; 
badt 

Jonet YVry,* tha fathar of tha poet, born in Spencer, Mass., No- 
▼ambar 17, 1700, and foUowed the seas from early life. As a ship- 
maatar lia aailod in tlia amploy of the Hon. William Oray from 1817 
to 1821, in tha brig Conoord ; from 1821 to Soptembor, 1824, in tha 
barqua Auralia. Ha married hia cousin, Lydia Vary, abova man* 
tioned. He resided at tlia cornar of Ksaax and Boston straets in 
Salem. Ha died Decomber 22, 1824. 
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back to die Fablio Grammar School, where he 
was remarked as a sh/i modest lad, who took 
little part in the boyish sporta o£ his fellows. 
ThÌ8 fact, and a certain diffidence and reserve of 
manner, tended to limit the number of his school 
intimates, though he vas respected and beloved 
by ali who carne in contact with him. 

In December, 1824, his father died, and his 
mothcr, a woman of much decision of characteri 
was lef t to bring up her young f amily alone. To 
ber the poet was indebted f or his ardont love of 
flowers, and bis graceful lines, entitled '*My 
Motlier's Voice," show the warm affection and 
harmonious relation that existod betweon them. 
Mrs. Vcry was inclined to he skeptical of the 
shallower religious pretensions and convcntionSi 
but reverenced her son's lofty sclf-abncgation ; 
and in the height of his religious ecstasy she 
shieldeil him f rom much annoyance incident to 
the reception òf his exalted views of human duty 
and conduct, — opinions Uiat shocked the serene 
contentment of the convcntional clergymen and 
respcctable piUars of the churches ; who declared 
that Vcry and his friend Emerson were dange1^ 
ous personSf and that they should be indicted, or 
at Icast incarccrated in an asylum for the insane. 

Young Very was a devotcd student, and his 
great desire was to lead a literary life, and to go, 
as he expressed it, ** to the dcptlis of litcrature." 
He was unusually mature for his age, and passed 
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the làrgor part of Iiis time in study» but the eare 
of hÌ8 father*8 family hod devolved upon hun, 
and whon he wos fourteen years old he went into 
an auction room in Salem as errand and store 
boy. He as consciontiously discharged these new 
and distasteful duties as he did tlie more con- 
genial tasks of the school-room ; but occupied ali 
bis well-carned moments of leisure in perfecting 
bis education. He scizcd with avidity on ali 
books that passed through bis cnijiloyer'B hands, 
and purchascd sudi as bis slenxler means would 
allow. In cxchange for a rare co])y of Shake- 
spcare which he procured in this way, he ob« 
taincd from a student the books necessary to fìt 
bini for college, and with the kindly assistance of 
Mr. J. Fox AVorcestcr, a gentleman engaged in. 
pro])aring young mcn for the universityi he 
ilttod hiniHclf to become a tutor in a private Latin 
Bchool in Salem, thcn presidcd over by Mr. 
Henry K. Oliver. He nssistcd Mr. Oliver in 
prcparing boys for entrance in the frcsbman 
class, and imrsucd the studics of tlie first col- 
legiate ycar moantime >vith that gentleman. In 
1834 an uncle of young Very furninhcd what 
pecuniary aid he nccded, and he éntered Har- 
vard College, Cambridge, Mass., in the last tcrm 
of the sophomore year. He graduated in 1836 
with the sccond honors (the first being given to 
a Bcholar of the sanie rank who had pursued the 
. entiro course within tlie university), and was ap- 
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poioted a tator in Oreek, 8tiidying Theologjr 
the Bùme Urne in the Divinity School, 

In collegei as in 8chool, he was toc sedate te 
be widely and generally populari but ali who 
knew him reverenced the lofty purity of his . 
character, and he soon gathered around him a 
amali circle of warmly attached f riends. He was 
sensitive and reserved, but the cordiality of his 
tene and the swect naturalness of his smile of 
welcome at once attracted whoever made his 
acquaintance, though the uniform gravity of his 
daily walk and conversation preventcd the many 
from approaching him as an intimate. 

He diligently foUowed his studies in the Di- 
vinity School, but found time to devote more 
, tlian the thcn U8ual attontion to his pupils in the 
Greek class. 

He has since been spoken of, by those under 
his charge, as an ideal instructor; "one who 
f airly brcathed the spirit of the Greek language 
and its litcrature, surrounding the study with a 
charm which," his pupils declare, *^ vanishod from 
Harvard witli him." He, however, disclaimed 
any cspccial mcrit as an instructoff saying, in 
answer to a complimcnt on his success, that he 
'^only let the Greek grow." He visitcd the 
students in thcir rooms also, and asked them to 
walk witli him ; talking meanwhile of the highest 
spiritual theines, but in a tono so devout and so 
far removed from cant as to command the at- 
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tention of ereii the most thoughtless ; a striking 
proof of hit power. Forty-four yean afterward 
the Iiilarities of a class lupper were suspended, 
that each member present might bear loving 
testimony to his individuai senso of obligation to 
Mr. Very's instruction and the force of his per- 
sonal influence. 

Tlie verses which flowed from his pen often 
first appeared on the backs of the young men's 
Greck exercisos as incentives toward a nobler 
life ; and his best litorary work was produced at 
thifl tiine (183G-3S), His intense application, 
and the oxcitemont of his oxaltod spiritual con- 
dition proved too much for his hcalth, and in 
1838 he retired to Salem in search of needed 
rost 

Tliore the stream of poetry flowed on uninter- 
ruptodly, and it is a noticcable fact that ali his 
more important work was produced in this spon- 
tanoous, unstudiod way. He, with Milton, re- 
gardod its accom])lÌ8hmcut as lying not with him, 
"but ih a Power above him;'* as procceding 
dircctly from what Milton spcaks of, in alluding 
to his own great projected work, as ^' that Eter- 
nai Spirit, who can enrich with ali utterance and 
knowlodge, and sends out liis seraphim with the 
hallowod Are of his aitar, to touch and purify the 
l lijis of whom He ploasos." 

He had bocome intcnsely intorested in the sub- 
ject of religion, and was inclined to carry this 
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Mfltonlo view of inspiration to ita last results. 
He was therefore thought by xnany penons to be 
insanoi but Rer. Dr. Clarkoi vho saw him ai thÌ8 
time» dedarnd it to be a case of ''mono-bakia 
rather than mono-mania ;** and Mr. Emerson 
wrote that he regarded him as '' prof oundly sane/' 
and **wÌ3hed the whoU wcrld were as mad as he.** 
Dr. Ghirke said he failed to find evidénce of de- 
rangement, and '^saw only the vorkings of a 
mind absorbed in the loftiest contemplations of 
religious truth, and which utterly disregarded ali 
vrhich did not come into that high sphero of 
thought." He said ; " Mr. Very's vicws in re- 
gard to religion were not diflorent from those 
herctofore advocated by many pure and eamestly 
religious persons. He maintainsi as did Fdnelon, 
Mme. Guion, and others, that ali sin consists in 
sel f-will| ali holine «|ff jn r"**ft"/l'»«^»«l ■nn.nt^^py 
of our o wn will t e thf* wiH f>^ ^a^» He believes 
that one vrhose object is not to do bis own will in 
anythingi but constantly to obey God, is led by 
Him, and taught of Him in ali things. He is a 
son of God as Christ was TuB Son, because he 
always did the things which pleased bis Father." 

Mr. Very said that every man would attain to 
this when he made the final sacrifico in filial 
obedience ; and he believed himself to bave dono 
so. 

Miss E. P. Peabodyi who wIm then intimate 
with both Mr. Very and Rav. Dr. Channing, re- 
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port8 the latter as being ** immensely impressed 
and touched with hU union of gentleness and 
modesty, and yet complete sense of his word, 
being the utterance of the Holy Spirit;" and as 
saying that '^ he had not lost his reason, but only 
hcld his sonsesi his lower faculties in aboyance." 
'^Men in general/' said Dr. Ghanning, 'Miave 
lost or novcr found this higher mind, their in- 
sanity is profound, Mr. Very's is only superfìcial. 
To bear him talk was like looking into the purely 
spiritual world, into truth itsclf • He had nothing 
of self-exaggeration, but seeined to bave attained 
sclf-annihilation and become an oracle of God/' 
Dr. Channing ropcated that he had '^not lost 
liis rcoson/' and quotod some of his sayings, 
idontical with many parts of liis sonnets, as proofs 
of the " iron soqucnce of his thought." " AVells 
of thoughti clcar and pellucida and coming up 
from profound dcptlis/' Dr. Clarke had called 
thcm in the notice of Mr. Very bcfore quotcd 
from ; and Ilawthorne has ombalmcd thcm in the 
album of his '^Yirtuoso's CoUection/' as tlie 
uttoranccs of *'a poot whoso voice is scarccly 
hcard amoug us as yet by reason of its dopth.** 
Rofcrring to an interview in which Vóry had 
delivorcd his mission to him, Hawthorne spcaks 
of his (Vory*s) limitations as arising from want 
of a scuse of the ludicrous ; but regardcd his 
yiews as sanctificd by his real picty and good- 
ness. Ho added, howover, tliat ** he had botter 
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remain as he is — «one organ in the world of im- 
personal spirit — ai least as long as he can wrìte 
8uch good sonnets/' Our elder poet, Mr. Richard 
H. Dana, Bpoke of them in one of his friendly 
notes to Mr. Very, as '* so dceply and poetically 
thoughtful ; so true in language, so complete as 
a ivhole.'' He also wrote to his other poet 
friend, Mr. Bryant, tliat he regaixled them as 
'^ standing apart here in those qualities;" and 
vritli this judgment Mr. Bryant cordially agreed ; 
often commenting upon their '' extraordinary 
grace and originality,*' and formally pronouncing 
them '< among the iinest in the hinguagc." 

Mr. R. W. Emerson hailod them as ^' hearing 
the unqucstionable stamp of grandour/' '^They 
are," he says, '^the breathings of a cortain en« 
tranced devotion ; as sincere a litany as the He- 
brew songs of David or Isaiah, and only less 
than thcy, because tlicy are indcbtcd to the 
Hcbrew Muse for their tene and genius. TV^y 
Imve the sublime unity of the Dccalogue or the 
Code of Menu ; and if as mohotonous, yot are 
they almost as pure as the sounds of surroundin^ 
Nature." Mr. George William Gurtis has latcly 
remarkcd, "it is plain that they are gems of 
purest tay serene;" and anothor competcnt 
critic has hajipily characterized Uiem as *' a 
8oul*s history written with a pen of light" As 
pure literature they are highly interesting, amid 
the present flood of secondai^ and derived work ; 



12 MEMOIJL 

and» as Goethe said of another genuine poet of a 
single note : '^ the true test of ali literary great- 
ness dwells with him, that the more intimately 
you know him, the more you love and admire 
him." 

Mr. Very rogarded these soimets as containing 
a *' messago " which had been ^* givcn him " to 
dolivor ; for he vras infìnitoly modest about his' 
own part in thcir production, and thought him- 
self but a recd through which the Spirit niight 
breathe a music of its own. It was a pcrfcctly 
naturai conscquence, he believed, of his submis- 
sion to the Divine Will ; and would always fol- 
low if man.offcrod no scliìsh obstruction to the 
movcmcnt of that Iloly Spirit, evcr striving to 
manifcHt itsclf in the human soul. 

In this carlier pcriod of his most rcmarkable 
production, during the years 1837-38 and '39, 
tlicse verscs pourcd foilh from him with ex- 
traordinary rapidity, and were penciled down as 
tliey '^ came " to him, on a great sheet of paper 
which ho had foldcd to pages of small note size. 
Miss Peabody says thcy wcre produccd at the 
rato of ono or two a day. Whcn tlie shcet was 
full Mr. Very brought it to hcr, and sho trans- 
mittod it to Mr. Emerson at Goncord, who after- 
ward printed these verses with othcrs, which Mr. 
Very himsolf gave him, substantially unaltercd. 

Mr. Emerson says in his private journal, of 
Very : " Our Saint was very unwilling to allow 
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eorrection ** (of bis yeneè)^ '<bat hb friend said» 
I supposed you were too high in yonr thought to 
mind Buch trifles.'' He replied, '' I ralue these 
yerses not because they are mine^ but because 
they are not*^ 

Mr. Emerson*!! notes on Mr. Very, made in 
bis joumals of the tlme, are so valuable as ex- 
hibiting the character of Mr. Very's thought, 
that they may well be given bere as originaUy 
jottcd down. The first entry occurs under date 
of October 26, 1838, and it and the others, made 
apparently about the same timoi are as follows : . 

Jones Vcry carne hither two days since. His 
position accuses society as much as society namos 
that faUo and morbid. And much of bis discourse 
conccrning society, churcli, and collego was abso- 
lutfly just. 

Ile says it Ìs with bim a day of bate : that be dis« 
ccrns the bad elcment in every person wbom be 
* meuts, wbich repcls bim: beeven slirinlcs a little to 
give the band, tbat sign of recciving. The institu- 
tions, the citics wbich men bave built the world over, 
look to bim like a huge ink-blot Ilis only guard in. 
going to seo mcn is, tbat he gocs to do thum good, 
ciao they wouid injiiro liim spiritually. Ile lives in 
the slght that Ile who made him, made tlio tliings be • 
sees. Ile would as soon cmbrace a black £gy ptian 
mummy as Socraies. He would obey, — obey. IW 
is not disposcd to attack religions or charitics, thougb 
false. The bruised reed be would not break, smok- 
ing flax not quench. 
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He answerod L., << your thought fpeaks tbore, and 
Dot your life; " and ho U vcry seosible of intcrforenco 
in thought and act A ver/ accurate disccrnment of 
«pirits belongs to his state, and ho dctoctd at once 
tho prcsenco of an alien clement, though ho cannot 
teli whonco, how, or whercto it is. 

Ilo thinks me covetous in m/ hold of truth, of 
Bcoing trutli separato, and of rcceivi|)g or taking it, 
instead of mcrcly oboying. The will is to him ali; 
— as to me., after my own showing, truth. Ile is 
scnsible in one of a little coldcr air than that he 
brcuthcs. Ile says, **You do not disobcy bccauso 
you do the wrong act, but you do tho wrong act bc- 
causo you first disobey. And you do not obcy bc- 
causo you do tho good action, but you do the good 
action bccauso you first obcy." 

Ilo has notili ng to do with timo, because he obeys. 
A man who is busy hns no timo, he does not rccog- 
nize that clcnicnt. A man who is idle says he does 
not know wliat to do with hls timo. Obcdicnce is in 
clcrnity. • 

Ile suys it is the nccessity of the Spiri t to speak 
with authoriiy. 

Ilo had tho manncrs of a man, — one, that is, 
to wlìom life was more than mcat. Ile felt it, he 
said, an honor to wasli his face, being, as it waa, the 
tempie of tho Splrit. 

I ought not to omit to record the astonlshment 
which scizcd ali the company wlien our brave Saint 
the othcr day fronted the presiding Preachcr. The 
Preachcr bcgan to tower and dogmatize with mnny 
words. Thcn I forusaw that his dooin was fixed; 
and, as soon as ho had ceased speaking, the Saint set 
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him rl)(ht, and blew away ali bis words in an instanti 
— - unliortod hlm» I may say, and tnmbled biro along 
tbe ground in uttcr dlsmayi liko my angol of Ueli- 
odorus; nevcr was ditcomiituro more completa. In 
toncs of genufne pathos, bo bid bim wonder at tbe 
Love wbicb sufFcred bim to speak tbcre in bis ebair 
of tbings be knew notbing of ; one miglit cxpect to 
see tbe book takcn from bis bands and bim tbrust 
out of tbo room, and yet be was atlowcd to sit and 
talki wbilst evcry word bo spoke was a stcp of dfl« 
parturo from tbo trutb; and of tbis bo commandod 
btmsclf to bear witncss. 

In tbo woods, be said to me, '' One niigbt forget 
bere tbnt tbe world was dcbcrt and empty, and ali 
tbe pcoplo wickcd." 

Wben be is in tbe room witb otbcr pcrsons, spcecb 
stops, AB if tbcre wcro a corpso in tbe apartment^^^ 

At Waiden Fond, wben tbo water was mucb disf 
turbtid by tbe wind, be said : '* Sce bow eacb wav< 
riscs from tbe midst witb an originai forcei at tbe^ 
samo timo tbat it partakes of an originai movement^ 
. In our walk Jones Very said tbat be bad bcen to 
Cambridge and tbat be bad tbero foiind bis brotbcr 
in bis cbambcr rcading Livy. *'I nskcd bim," be 
continucd, *' if tbe Romans wcre mastcrs of tbe 
world ? I^Iy brotbcr said tbcy bad bccn ; I told bim 
tbcy wcre stili. Tbcn I went into tbo room of a 
senior, wbo livcd opposito, and found bim writing a 
tbcme; I atikcd bim wbat was bis subjcct? and bo 
said, Cicero's Vanity; I askcd bim if tbo Romani 
wero mastcrs of tbo world. Ile said tbcy bad bccn; 
I told bim tbcy wcre stili. Tbis was in tbe garret 
of Mr. Waro's bouse wbere my brotbcr*i room was. 
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Tben I went down Into Mr, Ware'i stady, and fonnd 
hlm rcading Bishop Butler, and I askod him i£ tho 
Romana wero mastors of tlie world? He said the/ 
had bccn; I told bim tboy were stili" 

Wbat led him to stud/ Sbakoipoare was the faci 
that ali young mcn sa/, Shakespeare was no saint— 
yet sce what Genius. He wished to solve that prob- 
Icm. AVlicn he was askcd, What was the difference 
betwecn wisdom and genius ? he replied : ^ Wisdom 
was of God/' — hut he had Icft genius, and could 
net spcak of it. He was pressed further, and said, 
'* Genius was the dccny of Wisdom." He addcd: 
**To the précxistont Shukespcnre, Wisdom was of- 
ercd; but ho did not acccpt it, and so he dicd away 
into Genius. Whcn bis Vineyard was given him, 
. God looked thnt he should bring forth grapes, but 
ho brotight forth sour grnpes." *' But," said the in- 
terrogator," ^ly grapes tatttcd swcct." He replied : 
'* Thnt was bccausc you knuw not the swcct. Ali 
tbings aru swcut, until there comcs a swecter.'' 

Whcn Jones Vcry was in Concord, he had said to 
me: *M always fult whcn I hcnrd you spcnk, or read 
your writings, thnt you snw tho truth bettér than 
otbers; yct I felt thnt your spirit was not quite right 
It was as if a vein of colder air blew across me.'* He 
icemcd to expcct f rom me, — once éspecinlly in Wal- 
den wood, — a full acknowicdgmcnt of bis niission, 
and a participation in the sanie. Secing tbis, I asked 
him if ho did not seo that my thougbts and my po- 
sition wero constitutionnl, thnt it would be false and 
impotthiblu for nio to sny bis things or try to occupy bis 
ground as for hlm to usurp mino ? After some frank 
and full cxplanation he conceded this. Whcn I met 
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him afterwardi» one eveiiing at my leeture in BoitoDf 
I invited him io go home to Mr. A.*i wiih me and 
ileep ; whicb he did. He siepi in the room adjoining 
mine. Early next day, in the gray dawn, ho carne 
into my room, and talkcd irhilst I dresscd. Ile 
said : *' When I was in Concord, I tried to say you 
wero alto righi; bui the Spirit said you were noi 
rìght li Ì8 just ai if I should lay, It is noi moming, 
bui the Moming says, li is the Moming." 

His words were lóaded with bis fact Whai he 
said, he held, was noi personal tò him, was no more 
disputable than the shining o£ yonder sun, or the 
blowing of ibis south wind. 

Ai the McLean Asylum the pationts soverally 
thanlccd him when he came away, and told him that 
ho had bcen of grcai service to thcm. 

Jones Ycry is gone into the multitude as solitary 
as Jesus. In dismissing him, I seem to bave dis- 
charged an an*ow into the henri of Society. Wher- 
OTcr that young enthusiast goes, he will astonish and 
disconceri men by dividing for them the eloud that 
covers the gulf in man. 

The asionishment in the minds of the staid 
citizens of Salem was already apparent, and as 
his enthusiasm increased, he quickly proceeded 
to disconceri the somewhat formai clergymen of 
that peaceful city, by dividing for them the cloud 
which covered the gulf betvreen the usuai con- 
rentional observance . of religious f orms and the 
tremendous demands involved in a literal and 
unhesitating acceptance of the precepts of Chrìst 
and the Christian example. He finally caUed on 
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the different membera of the profession and 
offered to pray with them, that they too xnight 
subinit themselves whoUy to the Divine Will and 
be baptized with the Holy Ghost He was gcn- 
erally received with courtesy and considcration ; 
but tliis viow of the clerico! duty was rather too 
much for the good-nature of some of the breth- 
ren, and they domanded tliat Mr. Very be shut 
np in an insano asylum. His motlier, however, 
stood between liim and any forcible removal, 
though he put himsclf for a while under the care 
of Dr« Boll at the Asylum in Somervillei who 
shortly scnt him home, freed from pliysical ex- 
haustion and the oxcitcmcnt incidcnt tó the vi- 
olcnt opposition his fcarless ^* hearing of testi- 
mony " had natiirally eiiough arousod. 

Wliilo undor ])r. BoIFm caro ho iiiiUhod the 
papor on HliaUimpuaroi inuliulud in ilio oulluotion 
niadu by Air* Knierson, togethor with tho other 
admirable papers on Hamlet and on £pic Poetry. 
Tliis lattor he had delivercd in Salem the winter 
bofore as a locturo, and Miss Peabody was so 
dccply imprcssed witli its unusual mcrit that she 
wroto at once to Mr. Emerson, suggcsting his 
inviting Mr. Very to Iccture in Goncord, and the 
advisability of his making the acquaintance of 
this remarkable young man. This Mr. Emerson 
did, and wrote to Miss Peabody under date of 
Aprii 6, 1838 : — 

** But what I write for is to thank again your sa- 
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gacity that deteots loob wIm men m Mr. Verj, from 
whose conyenatlon and locture I bave had a trae 
and high satisfaction. I heartily congratulate my« 
Bel! on beingi as it were, anow in such compan/." 

Several times in the course of this year Mr. 
Emerson writei io Miss Peabody of the satisfao* 
tion he has had in visits from Mr. Very, and in 
November ho writes to Mr. Very thanking him 
for lectures and sonnets which he '' loveé," and 
has had copiedi and reads '* to ali who bave ears 
to bear." "Do not," Mr. Emerson adds, "Do 
not, I beg of you» Ict a whisper or a sigh of the 
Muso go unattendcd to, or unrecorded. The 
sentiment which inspires your poetry is so deep 
and truo, and the exprcssion so sim])lei that I am 
suro you will fiiul your audience very largo." 

In the foUowing Juno liir. Kniorson writes to 
Mititf l*uabucly i — ^ 

<* I cannot persuade Mr. Very to remain with me 
anotbcr day. He says he is not permitted, and no 
assurances tbat bis retiremont shall be socurcd are 
of any avail. Ile has beon sereno, Sntelligent, and 
true in ali the convcrsation I bave had with him. 
He gives me plcasure and much rclief, after ali I had 
board conccrning him.'' 

Mr. Emerson adda he shall himself go to 
town and attend to tlie publication of Mr. Very*s 
hook. 

From Mr. Very's lettere of this period to Mr. 
Emerson we can see how truly bis verses refleot 
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hÌ8 mental oondition at that time. He writes to 
Mr. Emerson in September, 1838 : — 

*'I am giad at last to be able to transmit irhat 
has been told me of Shakespeare -— 't la but the faiot 
echo of that which spoaks to you now. • • • You 
bear not mino own words, but (be teacblngs of the 
Holy Ghost. • • . M/ friond, I toU you theso things 
as they aro told mo, and hopo soon for a day or two 
of luisure, when I may ttpcak to you face to face as 
I now write." 

In November of the same year he writes : — 

**I was glad to bear that iny stay with you was 
improving, and that you love that which is spoken 
by the Word. If you love it arighti in the spirit of 
obcdioncó, it slmll bo unto you given (o bear and 
spoak of the Fiithor in Christ« • . . You must pass 
out of that worid in which you arC| naked (that is, 
willosfl) as you cnmo in. Tbcn sball you bave a 
new will born of the Spiriti and when this also is 
subinittcd to the Father's you shall be ono with 
Him; that is, bo prcpared to see Ilim as a spirit. 
Evcry scribo instructcd in the Kingdom shall bring 
forth, as a houscholdcr, new and old; that is, he 
himsclf shall bear the word of the Fathcr, and anew 
intcrpret for mcn the old. But so far bave the falso 
Christs failcd in this life, that they do not cven 
claim to hear of tbcmsclves the Word, and vainly 
attcmpt to bring forth that once spoken." 

He sends some poema of bis own Mr. Emer- 
son has asked for, and says : — 

<*I was wearied much by a few days' stay in Cam- 
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bridge» but am now m I! with you tgaln and well ; 
wàiting for that dail/ direction which if a path un- 
feen tlirough the world and itt Tisible erilf ;— in 
which that we ali ma/ walk foreyer and erer I pray 
alwayf." 

Again he writesy with more pòenis : — 

** I 8cnd you tliese by lettor tliat they may come 
earlier to band. I hardly dared to write thefn^ and 
that will excuse me from a letter. They are . the 
trae letter, aa I am true. There is more joy and. free- 
dom as I advance, yet stili I long to be clothed upon 
with my houso from hoavon. In you, too, may more 
of the old pass away, and the now and abiding be 
more and more felt. This I pray forevor, aa^ 

*• I am J. VKnY.'» 

Among Mr. Eiiicrson'e paiiora wero also some 
formai epistles of Mr. Veify's, aetting forth bis 
ideas more at length. In one, on the subject of 

Prayer," ho says : — 

» ■ • • 

** He who is born " [ho moans by this, bom anew 
into tbis spirit of uttor self-abnegation] ** is alone said 
by God, or in Scripturo language, to deny himself, 
This is prayer t And by it you show that you love 
the bretliren, because you cannot love more than 
this, that you accomplish the entire denial of the life 
you bave attainod unto by being born. • • . Thii 
is prayer, in sinccrity eaer to love your neighbor as 
yourself. It [that is, the ncw birth in the Spirit] 
has not really bcgun till then. When you, who are 
unborn, aro using words to which you givo that 
name, thcre is no agcncy at work benoflting thoso for 
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ìrhom you thus speak. • • • It li your wordf ìrhich 
are proceeding from yotir Inward growth or back- 
wardness that convcy this influence to others. Use 
wbat Innguago you irill, you can never Bay any- 
thing but wbat you are. Wboever Uvee botter tban 
you knows wbat you are rcally saying, wbatcvor the 
sounds of your lips. Tbe Spirit will always work, 
wbctbcr it bo good, or wbctbcr it be evil." 

Again he says, in the epistle on '' Miraclcs: "— 

** Ono may forward you wbo is living the sanie Hfe, 
or passing toward tbe same Ufo as yourself ; bo alone 
can raiso you, or act upon you witb a power diiTcrent 
from your own, wbo live» tbat otber lifc, and bas al- 
rcady passcd before you into it. • • • As in a glass 
face answcrs to face, so will iny bcart tben answer 
to yours. Now you suo niCi if sìgbt it may bo callcd, 
extcrnally, witb an uncbangcd s[)irit; tbun face to 
faco. Now yuu mnko me wbat I am to you; tlicn 
yòu tibnll sec mo as I am ; for you yourself will bo 
mado liko unto mo. Tben sball you know tbat it 
was / wbo called you fortb from the gravo ; it was / 
wbo raÌ8ed yòu from tlio bed of sickncss; and you 
will arisu and minister unto i/ie." 

It is not to be "wondcrcd at tbat gentlemen 
engaged in plodding along plcasant niinisterial 
higbways did not rclisli tbis Bort of ligbt in tbeir 
quict Btudics of a Monday moming, and dcclared 
tbe prcsumptuous young pcrson to be bopclessly 
insane, and in Icagué witb tbe Ardi Encniy. 

Mr. Very*8 own lifo as a minister, when he 
recovered lii^ healtli, and, in 1843, was licensed 



I 



! 



MEMOIR. 28 



io preaeh by the Cambridge Assoeiation of 
Ministeni was never a ''popular'^ fueeess ; but 

i after bis death the truth of what he bere says of 

the strength of this unBcen influence was forcibly 
illustratcd in many unBougbt testimoniala to the 
inspiration bis life bad been to ali sorts and con- 
ditions of men. "To bave walkcd witb Very/* 
said a brothcr clergyman, "was truly to bave 
walkcd witb God." So fiUed was bis spirit witb 
tbe immanence of the encircling Power Divino. 
" I told my people/' said a singularly cloquont 
preacher, " tliat to see Very for balf an bour in 
my pulpiti and know tbat sudi a man existed in 
tbo world) was a far greater scrmon tban any 

\\ over preacbcd to tbem from tbe lips of an ora- 

tore' And a sportsman remarked to tbe writcr : 
" I don't set up to be a rcligious man ; but you 
could n*t meet Very in tbe fields witbout feeling 
botter for it somebow.'' It is a noticoable fact 
'tbat tbis feeling for Mr. Very know no bounds 
of scct, or of intellectual attainnient It was 
indccd an " o'brflowing well/' of wbose cool 
waters ali men gladly drank, and **owned its 
Bouree Divine.*' 

" Ho was as good/' said bis life-long friend, 
tbe Rov. Robert C. Waterston, " as goodnoss it- 
self, true os trutb. Witb bis knowlcdge and 
wisdom, be was as simple as a cbild, transparent, 
artlcss. He was tbe extrcmcst possible distance 
from pomposity or prctension. Wbcn be be- 
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lieved ihat the poetrjr, which eama io him like 
the breath of heaven, did actually come from 
Heaveni it was so naturali/ and simply said, 
that you felt it was his profoundest conviction. 
Ho bclievcd fully and iutensoly that tho Lord of 
Life gave it to him. It was a sacred idea, a 
Divine Reality." 

' Tliis ncarncss of the Divine Presence was* 
Mr. Yery the great fact of life. He felt it to bej 
so intenscly rcal and vital tliat he was inexprcsc 
ibly griovcd, as he looked around among his fd-j 
lows for men who thus " walked with God," to' 
find how much alone he stood ; and ho breaks out 
into a wail of lanicntation that men are dead to 
the glory round Uiem, and in a bondage worse 
tlian slavery. He '' cannot teli the sorrows that 
he fecls " for his brethren dying in the hideous 
darkness of a prison, when they should he work-/ 
ing with and enjoying with the Father. "^ 

lis own intenso, contemplative piety had lifted 
him out of what he regardcd as 'Hhe grave" of 
^ the Bcnses, above the world, into that condition of 
" inward 2)ca«?e, the sweet jiatience " which the 
Buddhittt calls Nirvilna. In the height of his 
ecstasy he would sit for hours wrapt in thought 
and gazing off into the Infmite* Like the saintly 
Buddhs, he scomed long since to bave slain tlie 
«love of self, false faith, and doubt/' and, con- 
quoror over « the love of life ou oarth, dosire for 
heaven, sclf-praiso, ei*ror, and pride/' he had be- 
come 
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'< Af one who ttandf on yonder tnowj hora, 
Having naugbt o'er him bui the boundleif IbliMt 
For, theie fina being flaiiii the man had come 
KirvAna'f Torge unto.'' 

The considerate and tender manner in wUeh 
eveiything was dono for Mr. Yery removed thia 
nndue exhilaration under which he was acting, 
and restored the ordinary balance of bis f aculties. 
Tet he retoined to tlie last, though he ceased 
to go about promulgating it, bis groat idea : 

'that every man who made the compiote sacrificen 
of self necessary to the idcntification with, the I 
hiding in Christ, would become Uie voice of the 1 

iJIoly Ghost He believed himself to bave dono 
so. He, boweyer, ncver assumed the ròle of a 
proselyter. His whole duty was to utter the 
words '* given ** him ; he was not responsible for 
their effoct or non-eftect on others. He printed 
his verscs in the columns of the locai papers pub* 

' lished in his native town ; but was in no hurry to 
gct thom before tlie world. As we bave sòen, he 
did not feel at liberty even to corroct thcm for 
the press, but allowed Mr. Emerson's repeated 
solici tation to prevail, in want of any direct ** lead- 
ing *' to publislì them himself ; and the first and, 
óxcept the prcsent, the only coUection of Mr. 
Ye]y*8 writings — fifty sonnets in the Shakospcar- 
ean form, a few lyrics, and three prose essays 
— accordingly appeared, at tlie rcquost of Mr. 
£mersoni from the house pf Messrs. Little èa 

Brùwn in 1839. 
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That edition was never reprinted, though it 
was long since exhausted ; and among Mr. Very's 
lettera many requests f rom Mr. Dana and other 
frìends were found for moro copies, for which 
thoy had scarched tl^e bookstores in vain. 

Tho proHcnt collection has beon compiled witlì 
a viow of sliowing tho history of this remarkable 
Bpiiitual expcricnco conncctedly ; and the selce* 
tions in this volume aro, thcrcfore, mainly such 
as socm movcd by this Divino alHatuS) this unique 
exaltation of spirìt, which made so profound an 
imprcssion upon bis contomporaries. Tliis lastcd, 
howover, only during tho limitcd period dcscribcd 
(i. e. 1838 and parts of 1837-39), though he 
continuod to tho end of bis lifo to writo and print 
ncw vorses as bcfore. Some of thcse later pro- 
ductions are included in the prescnt volume, and 
ali bave tho samo outward excellcnce of form 
wliich marked bis earlier, more inspired meas- 
urcs, though thoy are quito ununpassionod, and 
Bimplo to a dcgrce. Yct in ali that he has dono, 
— howover unnttractivo it may prove to the 
purely literary critic,-— we fmd the samo delicate 
aroma of bis gcntlo and gracious spiri t, and it is 
always an unconscious Utterance of dcvout and 
puro aspiration. 

After this excessivo exbilaration bad subsided 
into the serene cairn of bis later existence, he lived 
on very quietly in the family home with bis sis- 
ters, -— bis motber and brotber baving died many 
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yean bef ore bis own deatL He was net married^ 
and seems io have found bis domestio happiness 
in the originai family circle. Occasionally he 
would go f rom home f or a short timo to supply 
some Unitarian pulpit, but he was not perma- 
nently settled, and he remained, as he says, '' a 
hiborcr but in heart." That labor wa8,,howeyer| 
80 sincero, that bis influenco, as we bave sccni 
was much dcei)er and more widengpread than that 
of many shcpberds whose sbeep are gathercd 
together into close-barred and visible folds. He 
was always the stili, small voice apart from the 
bustlo of humanity, and — but that bis intense 
love of Naturo and evcr-iircsont senso of Deity 
pcoi)led the lonclicst solitudcs with bis frìonds — 
bis life must bave bcen somewliat monotonous 
and drcary. Tliat he did at times foci the want 
of a vital human sympathy near at band, is evi- 
dent from a lettor to bis friend Mr. Waterston, 
written in 18G8, in which he says : — 

** ThoBO wore indecd plvasant and prccious days, 
wbcn wo cnjoyod so much cach otbor's companionsblp 
at Cninbri(I};o. Thcn tboughts and fcelings were 
frccly intcrchangod and our livcs woro blondcd in 
ono. Thore is notbing," ho adda, '* wbleb wo miss 
more in our mnnbood than that deligbtful commun- 
ion which we enjoycd with early fricnds. Such an 
intercourso and communion it is wo are toiling ali 
our lives to find, — not perbaps to be renewed bere, 
but which we bope is rcserved to continue forcvor in 
beavcn." 
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HÌ8 life was, indeed, peoiiliarly nneventf ul ; 
though nover that of an intentional recluse. His 
inornings were spcnt in stàdy and a somewhat 
general course of Bcientific and literary reading ; 
and hÌ8 afternoons in rambles over the rocky 
hills and tlirough the mossy della of the wild 
pasture land surrounding the upper portion of 
his native city. These wanderings were gener- 
ally unaccompanied ; for, though ali sorta of mcn 
likod to walk with hini, his contemi)lativCy in- 
trospective habit of mind kept him rather apart 
from his fcUows; albeit every one was suro of 
the kindliest welcome, from the little boys, with 
whom he was indced " a child again/' to tlie 
gravcst of his clerical brethren. His love of 
Nature was a passion ^* decper far tlian strength 
of words can teli ; " or rather it was more tnily 
a devotion, since it was the Divhiity behind her 
outward beauty wliich made her ali in ali to liim, 
and attunod his soul in accord with her inmost 
harmonies. He would return from these rambles 
and put into manuscript the words there " given " 
himi the bird-like strains of his whoUy unpr»- 
meditatcd art; and if they were not, as he 
thought thom, the uttoranccs of the Holy Ghost, 
they certainly were Uie molodies of Nature. 

Though at' times somewhat disheartened and 
inclined to lamont the blindness of mankind, he 
in the end is always hopeful and cheerful, because 
always filled with unswerving faith and childlike 
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tnut So he went about Us duly roatinai of 
reading alike from books and from nature of 
the Father's wonden and goodness ; composing 
yeneè^ as Wordsworth did, out of doon ; preaeh- 
ing when asked t0| and always striving to exert 
in an unobtrusiye way an infiacnce f or good. 
However careless, light-hearted, or bad-hearted 
might be tlioso about him, ho greeted them ali 
with the same grave eourtesy and benign, swoot 
smile ; and always ihvisibly clothod in bis spot- 
lesa singing-robesy wandered alike with God 
through the busy market-place or over the loved 
hill-side. 

Hia brother poet and clergyman, the Rev. 
Charles T. Brooks, — also a Salem boy, — speaks 
of Mr. Very's '' peculiarly sweet smile, lighting 
up that face so singularly expressivo of saintly 
simplicity and unselfìsh tranHlucency of soul/' 
and says ''he recallcd the ideal preacher in the 
« Task ; ' or Uhlànd's * Country Parson.' " Izaak 
Walton's description of saintly George Herbert 
exactly picturea Mr. Yery as he appeared in 
kter life.* " He waaj" aaya Walton, « f or hia 
peraon, of a stature inclining towarda tallnesa ; 
hb body waa very atraight, and ao far from boing 

* In A note on a letter of Emenon't to Cnrlyla {Corre»ponftence, 
Tol. 1. p. 333), aceoraponying a copy of Very*a Eunyt and Poemi, 
which Emenon requaats Carlyla to «how to Btòrllng " and aak hlm 
tf thay h»Te noi a grandmar,*' Mr. Charles Eliot Norton obaerrei i 
**A Utile Tolume, the work of on exqiililte iplrlt. Some of the 
poema It contalna ore ae If wrltten by n George Herbert who hod 
itudled Shakespeare, reod Wordfworth, and Uvod In America." 
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eumbered with toomach flesh, that he was lean 
to an extremity. HU aspect was cheerful, and 
hÌ8 spoech and motion did both declare him a 
gentleman ; for tliey were ali so meek and oblig- 
ing, that tliey purchased love and respcct f rom 
ali that know him.*' 

Tliere was aomething in hU personal appeaiv 
anco and manner, as well as in the inspired ca- 
dences of bis Saxon verse, which always reminded 
one of a more gracious and tranquil post. Not 
Uiat he was more 'conservative in bis drcss than 
many of bis contemporarics in the quiet old town 
in which ho lived and dicd ; yct, whcn one saw 
the tali, slight figure outlined against a glowing 
twilight sky, gazing off from some of the craggy 
bill'-tops over wliich he loved to ramble ; or per- 
baps disappéaring down a distant valley mellowed 
with the golden afternoon sunligbt, — 

*< Rapt, twirling in bis band a vritbcred ipray, 
And waiting for the spark from hcavon to fall/' 

it seemcd, indccd, as if a gentle presence bad 
wandered bore, from anotber world than ours. 

*< To look at him, to know him/' said lùs friend 
and admirer, Mr. E. A. Silsbee, ''was to see 
Genius. He moved in Salem like Dante among 
the Florontines : a man who bad seen God ; • • • 
and drew bis inspiration from the Spirit itself, 
far away in the soul, wbere no ambition comeSi 
but only lowlincss, liumility, and seeking.'' 
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On the 8th of Maj, Anno Domini 1880| in 
the home where so much of his simple existenea 
had been passed, his weaiy eyes closed for the 
hut lime in sleep, and he fuUy entored that ''New 
Birth '' which ho had long since sung in some of 
his noblest numbers. 

** Tho flowcr that on the loTefy hill-side grows ** 

in vain expccts liim there when Spring has given 
its bloom again ; but many a tree and bush his 
wanderings know, and, as the sweet birds sing 
ón, tlieir spirit-songs, 

*' And e'en the cloutls and silont itars of hoavea *' 

repeat his. solemn story. 

William P. Aki^bewb. 

Salem, Mass., Mareh^ 1883. 
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JONES VERY. 

We thought : the moming hirda have eeoied toiing^ 

W$ hear but 8ong$fr(m <nU a gilded eage; 
When to our Augusl noon a hreath ofSprìng 

Brought U8 a strainfrom out another age; 
The Bullry aire no longer round uè blew. 

The whole wide earth toók on a living green, 
Flowere bloomed again where eret in Spring they greWf 

And beckoned where buteun^dried heath had been» 

Saint and Poet I on our world^wom time^ 
Thy voaiiing epirit breathed that quick^ning lag; 

Thg rapi eoul heard the harmoniee enhlimef 
And eang the music o/a lojìier day ; 

The Sout ofall things in thy puhee etirred, 

And soared inpraisee like the moming bird, 

W. P. A. 
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CteCent ; 

Thoit springest from the groundi and maj not I 
From Him who spreads tliy branches high and 

widó; 
And from the scorching sun and stonny sky 
May I liot too with friendly shelter hide ? 
There is no shade like thine to shield the poor 
From the hot scorching words that meet the ear; 
The snowy, frozen flakes thcy must enduro 
Of those whose hcarts have never shed a tear ; 
Yct He yrìio shoots thy Icafy fabrio high, 
Shall in my verse sprcad wide a tcmporing screeni 
And when oppressod with hcat bis sons pass by, 
With hastening fcet thcy 'Il scek its archcs green, 
And bless the Fathcr who has o'er thom spread 
A tent of verdure for each aching head. 



Co |){m tUt H>àti fidali be 0iùtn. 

Wht readest thou ? tliou canst not gain the life 
The spirit leads, but by the spirit's toil ; 
The hibor of the body is not strife 
Such as will givo to thee the wine and oil ; 
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To him who hath, to him xny verse aliali girey 
And he the more from ali he does shall gain; 
The Binrit's lif e he too shall leam to livoi 
Ànd sliare on earth in hope tlie spirit's pain ; 
Bo taught of God; none else can teach thee aught; 
Ho will thy steps forevor Icad aright ; 
The lif e is ali tliat He his sons has taught; 
Oboy ulthin, and thou shalt seo its light, 
And gathcr froni its hcams a brightcr ray, 
To elicer thce on along thy doubtf ul way. 



(ilSitlio datli ®ar0 to |)rar. Iti (lim ()rar* 

Tns sun doth not the hidden placo reveal, 
Whence pours at mqm his golden flood of light; 
But what the night's dark breast would fain con- 

ccal, 
In its trae colors stands before our sight; 
The bird doth not bctray the secret springs, 
Whence note on note hcr music swcctly pours ; 
Yct turns the car attcntive whilo sho sings, 
Tlie willing hcart, ^vhile falls the strain, adores* 
So shall the Spirit teli not whence its birth, 
But in its light thine untold dceds lay bare ; 
And while it walks with Uicc, flcsh-clothed, the 

carth, 
Its words shall of the Father's love declare ; 
And happy those whose ears shall hail its voice, 
And clcan within the day it gives rejoice. 



TEE CALL. 8S 



FATHEBy I wait thy word. The san doth stand 
Beneath the mingling line of night and day, 
A listening servante waiting thy conunand 
To roU rejoicing on its silent way ; 
The tongue of time abides the appointed honri 
Till on our ear its solomn warniugs fall; 
The hcavy cloud withholds the pclting shower, 
Tlien overy drop spceds onward at Uiy cali ; 
The hird rcposes on the yichling bough, 
With brcast unswoUcn by the Udo of song; 
So docs my spirit ^vait thy presenco now 
To pour thy praiso in quickening life along, 
Chiding with voice divine ninn'H lengthoncd sleep, 
Whilo round the Unuttcrcd Word and Love theix 
vigils kccp. 



STn |){m ter tiùt. 

Father I I bless thy name tliat I do livOi 
And in each motion am mado ridi with Thee, 
That when a glance is ali that I can give, 
It is a kingdoin*8 wealth, if I but see ; 
Tliis stately body cannot move, save I 
Will to its noblcncss my little bring ; 
My voice its measured cadcnce will not try» 
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Save I with eveiy note consent to sing ; 
I cannot raise my liands to hurt or blessi 
Bui I "with every action must conspire 
To show mo thcre liow little I possess. 
And yct that little more tlian I desire ; 
May eacli now act my new allegiance prore, 
Till in tliy perf ect love I over live and move. 



TaKKB 18 no moment but whose flight doth bring 
Bright clouds and fluttering loaves to deck my 

bower; 
And I, within, like some sweet bird must sing 
To teli the story of the passing liour; 
For timo has sccrcts that no bird has sung, 
Nor changing loaf with changing scason told ; 
Tlioy wait the uttcrance of some nobler tongue 
Like that wliich spoko in prophct tones of old ; 
Thcn day and night, and mondi and year sliall 

teli 
Tlie tale that s^K^aks but faint from bird and 

bough ; 
In spirit-Hongs thcir praise shall upward swell, 
Nor longcr pass hcavon's gate unhcard as now, 
But causo e*cn angcls* ears to catch the strain, 
And send it back to earth in joy again. 



(ine titn, 

Tbou mak'rt me poor diat I miicbed hy ThM 
May teli thy love to thoso who knoir it not i 
And rise within thj hoavenB a itar to be, 
"Wlien they, tliine enrtlily huiir, ore ali forgot) 
Gmnt that tny liglit may tbrough thoir dorknen 

sliiae 
Wtth increased splendor ima the puent 

lource, 
A dìninond fasluoncd by the luuid divine 
To liold furover on ita meaHUi-ed coiimo; 
But I ain dark aa yet, l>ut soon tlie liglit 
Of tliy brìglit morning star on me sliall dami, ^ 
Suro herald tlmt the curtain of tlio niglkt 
Forovcr f rom my orb nhall bo witlidi'awn, 
And its pura bcainB tliy niyi sholl over bouti 
Shilling accoptcd 'mid ibe atarry boat. 



I iDLE stand that I tnay fliid omploy, 
Sucli u my Monter wìien He comos will gire i 
I cannot flnd in mine own work my Joy, 
But wait, olthough in waitiiig I must live) 
Hy body aliali not tum wliìch way it wìU, 
But stand tilt I tlie apjwinted rood can find, 
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And joarneying so bis messages f ulfill, 
Ànd do at oveiy step the work designed. 
Enough for mo, stili day by day to wait 
Till Thou who forni'st nio lìmUst me too a task \ 
A Grippie lying at the rìdi man's gate, 
Contcnt for tlio few cruinbs I got to ask ; 
A Inborer but in hoart, while bound my liands 
Ilang idly down stili waiting thy commands. 



orde ()an1i anU JFoot 

TuB band and foot tliat stir not, thoy sliall find 
Sooner than ali the riglitful place to go : 
Now in thoir motion freo as roving wind, 
Though first no snail so liniitcd and slow ; 
I mark them full of labor ali the day, 
Each active motion mado in pcrfcct rest ; 
Thoy cannot from their patii mistakcn stray, 
Though 't is not thoirs, yct in it thcy aro blest ; 
The bird has not thcir hiddcn track found out, 
Tlio.cunning fox t]H)ugh full of art ho bo; 
It is the way unsoon, tho ccrtain route, 
Whcro over bound, yct thou art cver free ; 
Tho patii of Ilini, whose pcrfcct law of love 
Bids sphercs and atoms in just order move. 



TUE CàLL. 



THOTt wQt iny banda employ, Uuragh othen fini 
No work for those who praise thy nome aright 
And in thob worldly wisdom callthom blind, 
Whom Thou host blcst with tbine own Spirit 

sight. 
But wbile they find no work for Tliee to do. 
And blindly on themselves alone rely ; 
The child must suffcr wliat Thou sulferest toO| 
And learn from bim Tbou send'st e'en so to di< 
Tbou art my Fatber, Thou wilt givo me aid 
To bear the wrong the spirit sufTeni bere ; 
Thou bast tliy help upon the mighty laid ; — - 
In Tbee I trust, nor know to wont or fcar/ 
But over onward walk, secure trom sin, 
For Thou liast conquered évery foo within. 



orde Clap« 

Thou sbalt do wbat Thou wilt witb tbine on 

band, 
Thou form'st the spirit like the moùlded clay; 
For thoso who love Theo keep thy just comnuin< 
And in tbine imago grow as they obey ;* 
New tints and fonus with every bour they takc 
Wbose lif e is fasbioned by tliy Spirit's power ; 
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The crimson dawn is round them when tliey 

wakoy 
And golden triumphà wait the evening hour ; 
The quccnly-sceptred night their souls receives. 
And Bpreads their pillows 'heath her sahle tent ; 
Above them Slccp tlioir palm with poppy weavesi 
Sweet rest Thou Imst to ali who labor lont ; 
That thoy inay riso rcfreHhed to light again 
And with Tlioe gathor in the whitcning grain. 



orbe (&tiXt\. 

I WOULD lie low— >tho ground òn which men 

tread — 
Swept by thy Spirit like the wind of heaven ; 
An carthy whoro gushing springs and corn for 

bread 
By me at oveiy soason should be given ; 
Yet not the water or the bread that now 
Supplica their tables with iU daily food, 
Bttt thoy should gather f ruit from cvery bough, 
Such wt Thou givcHt me, and cali it good ; 
And water freni the stream of life should flow, 
By every dwelliug that thy love has built, 
Whose tante the ransomed of thy Son shall know, 
• Whose robes aro washed froiu every stain of 

guilt ; , 

And men would own it was thy hand that blest, 
And from my bosom find a surér rest. 



TEE CAIL. 



4S 



Oh I Bwell my bosom deoper with thy lorei 
That I some riyer's widening mouth may bo | 
And ever on, for many a mile above» 
May flow the floods tliat enter from thy seai 
And inay they not retreat as tides of earth| 
Save bui to show from Thee that they hara 

flown, 
Soon may my spirit find tliat botter birtlì| 
Where the rctiring wave is never known ; 
But Thou dost flow tlirough every channel wide^ 
With ali a Father's love in every soul ; 
A Btream that knows no ebb, a swelling tide 
That rolls forever on and fìnds no goal, 
Till in the hearts of ali shall opened he 
The ocean deptlis of tliine eternity. 



QLit |)Otl0e* 

I BXTILD a house» but in tliis 't will appear 
That I have built it not, a shining foi*th 
Of that bright palace that from year to year 
New pillar» Ims and domcs from mine own worth | 
The wondrous band' that forma it, in tlie sea. 
In crystai dcpths fashions the coral pile. 
The sun-lit roof tliat o'er our heads we seoi 
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Earth's grassy ploin that Btretches many a mile s 

'T Ì8 round me like tho morning's presence, f elt 

As tliat in wliich apart I live f rom ali ; 

A Kono that girds me like Orion's bclt, 

That I ho seon tho moro on tliat hriglit wall, 

Where ali as golden constellations sliine 

With their own light» yot lit witli Light Divine. 



S)ap unto S)ap tttteretli ftpcec|i« 

I WOULD adom tho day and givo it voice^ 
That it should sing with praiscs mcot for Theei 
For nono but man can bid it so rejoicc, 
That it shall seem a joyf ul day to me ; 
Break forth ye hcarts that frozen winters bind 
In icy chains more strong than dose the year! 
Look up I tlio day, tho day, ye sufTering blind ! 
Ye doaf, its notes of welcome come and bear I 
Bid it tlie Joy your licaHs bave long supprest 
Givo back to you in now awakcning strains ; 
To rouse the siuful from tlieir giiilty rcst, 
And break the captivo's moro than iron chains ; 
It shall ariso with lienHng in its bcams, 
And wake tho nations from tlieir lengthoned 
drcams. 



€{ie j^et» *&itt^ 



Tua new life;— thonghts move noi as thej 

did, 
With slow oncertain steps aerosa my mind $ 
In thronging haste fast pressing on they bid 
The portala open to the viewless wind, 
Tliat Comes not save when in tlie dust is laid 
The crown of pride that gilds each mortai broWf 
And from hcforo man's vision mclting fado 
The hcavcns and carth ; •— their walls are fallinf 

now. 
Fast crowding on, each thought asks utteranci 

strong ; 
Storm-lifted waves swift rushing to the sliore, 
On from the sea they send their shouts along, 
Back through the cave-worn rocks their tliundcn 

roar ; 
And I, a child of God by Clìrist mado froo, 
Start from death's slumbcrs to eternity. 



% •• 



i* 
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C(e JSeìD (!I2SorRr* 

Thb night that hos no star Ut up by God, 

The day that round men shinos who stili are 

blindy 
Tlio earth their grave-tumed feet for ages trod. 
And sca swcpt over by His mighty wind, — - 
Ali these bave passed away ; — the inelting dream 
Tliat flitted o'er the slceper's half-shut eye, 
Whcn touchcd by moming's goldcn-darting 

beam; — 
And he boholds around the earth and sky 
That ever real stands, the rolling shores 
And hcaving billows of the boundless main, 
That show, though timo Ì8 past, no trace of years. 
And earth rcutorcd ho sccs as his again. 
The earth that fades not and the hcavens that 

. stand, 
Their strong foundations laid by God*8 right 

band. 



"Y erte (0artem 

I 8AW the spot where our first parents dwelt; 
And yet it wore to me no face of change, 
For while amid its fields and groves, I felt 
As if I had not sinned, nor thought itstrange ; 
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My eye seemed bttt a part of every sight^ 
Hy ear heàrd music in each sound that rosa ; 
Each senso forever found a new delight, 
Such as the spirit's vision only knows ; 
Each act some new and ever-vaiying joy 
Did by my Father's love f or me prepare ; 
To dress the spot my ever f resh employ. 
And in the glorious whole with Him to share ) 
No more without the flaming gate to stray. 
No more for sin's dark stain the dcbt of death te 
pay. 



I fiiT within my room, and joy to find 
That Thou, who always lov'st, art with me hera 
That I am never loft by Tlice bchind, 
But by thysolf Tliou kecp'st me ever near. 
Tlie lire burns brighter whcn with Theo I looki 
And seems a kinder servant sont to me; 
With gladder heart I read thy holy hook, 
Because Tliou art the eyes by which I see ; 
This aged chair, that table, watch, and door 
Around in ready service ever wait ; 
Nor can I ask of Theo a monial moro 
To fili the measure of tay largo estate, . 
For Thou thy self, with ali a Father's careJ 
jWhere'er I tum, art ever with me there.^ 
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^t ftpirit Isntr. 

Fatheb I ihy wonders do noi singly stand, 
Nor far removed wliere f eet have seldom strajod ; 
Around us over lies tho enchanted land, 
In.marvels ridi to thino own sons displayed. 
In flnding Theo aro ali things round us found; 
In losing Theo aro ali things lost boside : 
Ears liavo wo, but in vain strango voices sound, 
And to our cyos tho vision is dcnicd ; 
Wo >yander in a country far remote, 
Mid tombs and ruincd piles in deatli to dwell ; 
Or on the records of past gi*eatness dote. 
And for a buried soul the living scll ; 
While on our patii bcwildered falls the night 
Tluit ne*er returns us to the ficlds of light. 



Therb is no chango of timo and place with 

Thee ; 
Wlicre'er I go, ^rith me 't is stili tho same ; 
W ithin thy prcscnce I rcioine ^o he. 
And always hallow thy most holy name. 
Tho world doth over chango ; there is no pcace 
Among tho shallows of its storm-vcxed breast ; 



Mi 
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With every breath the f rothy waves inerease, 
They toss up mire and dirt, they cannot rest. 
I thank Theo tliat within thy strong-built ark 
My 8oul aerosa the uncertain sea can saily 
And though the night of death ho long and dark 
My hopes in Christ shall reach within the vail ) 
And to the promised haven steady stccr, 
Whose rest to those who love is ever near. 



Thebe Ì8 no death with Theo ! each plant ani 

tree 
In living haste their sterna push onward stili, * 
The pointed biade, each rooted trunk we see. 
In various movement ali attest t hy will. 
The vino must die when its long race is run ; 
The tree must fall when it no more can rise^-» 
Tlie worm has at its root bis task begun. 
And hour by hour bis steady labor plies. 
Nor man can pause, but in t hy will m ust grow. 
And, as bis roots within more deep extend. 
He shall o'er sons of sona bis branches throw, 
And to the latest born bis shadows lend ; 
Nor know in Theo discase nor length of days, 
But lift bis head forever in thy praise. 
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tiU. 

It is noi life upoh Thy gifts to liveT 
[Bui to grow fixod with deeper roots in Theo ; 
id when the sun and shower their HoOntiet 

give, 
To send out thick-loaved limbs, a fruitful tree, 
Whose gi'een head meets tlie eye for many a 

mile, 
Whose moss^own arma their rigid branches 

rear. 
And f ull-f aced fruita their blushing welcome snulei 
Ab to its goodly shade our feet draw near; 
Who tastes its gifts shall never liunger more, 
For 't 18 the Fatlier spreads the pure repast, 
Wlio, while we eat, renews tlie ready store, 
Which at bis bounteous board must over last ; 
For ali the bridcgroom's supper shall attend, 
Who hunibly bear and make bis Word their 

friend. 



Fatheb I there is no change to live with Theo, 
Saro tliat in Christ I grow f rom day to day. 
In eàch neiÀr word I bear, each tliing I see, 
I but rejoicing Imsten on the way. 
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Tho morning eomes with blanhes ovenpread» 
And I new-wakened find a morn within ; 
And in ito modest dawn around me slìed, 
Thou hear'st the prayer and the ascending hymn. 
Hour foUowt hour, tho lengthcning shades de- 

ficcndy 
Yet they could ne ver reach as far aa me, \ 
Did not thy love ito kind proteo tion lend, 
That I a child might rest awhile on Tliee, 
Till to the light restored by gentle sleep, 
With new-found zeal I might thy precepto keep. 



I THANK theoy Father, that the night Ì8 near 
When I this conscious being may resigni 
Whose only task thy words of love to heary 
And in thy acto to find each act of mine ; 
A task too great to givo a child like me» 
Tlie myrìad-handed labors of the day, 
Too maiiy for my closing eycs to see, 
Tliy words too f requent for my tòngue to say* 
Yet when Thou see'st me burthcned by thy lovOf 
Each other gift more lovcly thcn appcarsi 
For dark-robed Niglit comcs ho veri ng from abovei 
And ali thine other gifto to me endcars ; 
And while within her darkcned couch I sleep, 
Tlìine eyes untired above will Constant vigila 
kccp. 
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ì 



V Thb Ughi wiil never open sightless eyes, 
l^lt Comes to those who wiUingJy would seoj^ 
And eveiy object — bill, and stream, and 

skies— 
Rejoico within th' encircling line to be. 
'T Ì8 day, — the fìeld is fìUed with busy hfmds, 
The shop resounds "with noisy workmen's din, 
The travcler with bis staff already stands 
Ilis yet unmeasured journey to begin ; 
The light htcaks gontly, too, within the breast,— - 
Yet thcro no cyo awaits tlie crimson morn, 
The forge and noisy anvil are at rest, 
Nor men nor oxcn tread the fields of com, 
Nor pilgrim lifts bis staff, — it is no day 
To thoso who find on earth their place to stay. 



To teli my journcys, whore I daily walk, 
Thcse words thou hcar'st me use were given me ; 
Givo hecd, thcn, whon with thee my soul would 

talk, 
That thou the path of poace it goes may see. 
I know nowhcre to tum, cadi step is new. 
No wish bofore me flics to point tlie way ; 



THE NEW BIRTB.' il 

Bui on I travel, with no end in Tiew, 
Save that irom H}m who leads I may noi itray. 
He knows it ali ; the turning of the road, 
Where this way leads and that, He knows it 

well, 
And finds for me at night a safe abode, 
Though I ali houseless know not where to dwelL— 
And can'st thou teli then where my joumeying 

lies ? 
If 80y thou tread'st with me the same blue ékies. 



Day! I lament that none can hymn thy praise 
In iitting strains, of ali thy riches blesa ; 
Tliough thousands ^ort them in thy golden rays, 
Yet none like thee their Maker*» name confess. 
Great fellow ofmy being ! woke with me 
Thou dost put on thy dazzling robes of Hght, 
And onward f rom the east go f orth to f ree 
Thy children fròm the bondago of the night* 
I hall tliee, pilgrimi on thy lonoly way, 
Whoflo look» on ali alike bcnignant ubine \ 
A cliild of light, like thce, I cannot stay, 
But on the world I blcss must soon decline, 
New rising stili, though setting to mankind, 
And evcr in the eternai West my dayapring find* 
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0H| humble me t I cannot bidè the joy 
That in my Saviour's presence ever flows ) 
May I bo lowly^ lost it may destroy 
The poace bis childliko spirit over knows. 
I would noi speak tliy word, but by Thee standi 
Wlìile Thou dost to thino erring children speak ; 
Oh, holp me but to keep bis own command, 
And in my strength to feel me ever weak ; 
Then in thy prosonce shall I humbly stay, 
Nor lose Uio life of love He came to give ; 
And find at last the life, tlie truth, tlio way 
To whoro with Hiin thy blossod sorvants live ; 
And walk forover in tlio path of truth — 
A sorvant yet a son ; a sire and yet a youth. 



€I)e i^eftffatsf. 



T is to younelf I speak ; yoa eannot know 
Him whom I cali in spoaking such a one, 
For yoa beneath the earth lie buried low, 
Wkich ho alone as liviug walks upon : 
You may at times liave hcard him speak to yoUf 
And of tcn wished perclmnce that you were he ; 
And I must ever "wish that it were trae, 
For tlien you could hold fellowship with me : 
But now you hear us talk as strangcrs, mei 
Above the room wheroin you lie abed ; 
A word porhaps loud spoken you may get. 
Or hear our fcct whcn hcavily thoy trcad ; 
But ho wlio spcaks, or him who 's spoken to. 
Must both remain as strangers stili to you. 



orile (Spe anli (San 

Thou readest, but each lettercd word can give 
Thee but the sound that thou first gave to it ; 
Thou lookest on the page, things move and Href 
In light thine eye, and thine alone, has lit ) 
Ears are there yet unstopped, and eyes undosedi 
That see and hear as in one common day. 
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When they whieh present see bave long reposed. 
And he who hears has mouldered, toO| to day : 
Tlicso over seo and hoar ; they are in Him 
Who Bpeaks, and ali is light; how dark before I 
Each objcct throws aside its mantle dim, 
Wlììch hid the starry robe that once it wore. 
And sliincs full born, disclosing ali that is, 
Itself by ali tliings seen and owned as His. 



, 'V ®^6^ '•^*^* 



Thb fairest day that over yct has shonOi 
Will be when thou the day within shalt see ; 
The fairest rose that ever yet has blown, 
When thou the flower thou lookest on shalt be. 
But thou art far away among Time's toys ; 
Thyself tlio day thou lookest for in them, 
Thysclf tlie flower tliat now thine eye enjoys^ 
But wiltcd now thou hang'st upon thy stcm. 
The bird thou hcarest on the budding tree, 
Thou hast made sing with thy forgotten voice ; 
But wlicn it swells again to mclody, 
The song is thine in which thou wilt rejoice ; 
And thou new risen 'midst thcse wonders live, 
Tliat now to them dost ali tliy substance give. 
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erte jQsrtoto (BCBb;* 

Whebe ihis one dwells. and that, thoa know'st 

itwelly 
Each earthly neighbor and each earthly friend ; 
But He who calls thee has no place to dwell. 
And canst thou then thine ali unto Him lend ? 
Canst thou a stranger be^ where now well 

known ; 
Where now thou oftenest go'st, go neveimoroy 
But walk the world thcnceforth thy way alone, 
Broadening the patii but little worn bcfore ? 
Thcn may'st thou find me, whcn thou *t faint and 

weak, 
And the strait road seems narrower stili to grow ) 
For I will wordà of comfort to thee speak, 
And onwaixl with thee to my home I '11 go, 
Where thou shalt find a rcst in labor sweet. 
No friend and yct a friend in ali to grcct. 



QT^e Createli, 

Thers Ì8 naught for thee by thy baste to gain ; 
'T 18 not the swift with Me that win the race ) 
Through long endurance of dclaying pain, 
Thine opened eye sholl seo thy Father's face ; 
Nor bere nor there, where now thy feet would 
tum. 
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Thoa wilt find Him who over seeks for thee ; 
But lei obedience quench desires that bum, 
And where tliou art thy Father, too, will be. 
Behold ! as day by day tho spirit grows, 
Thou see'st by inward light tliings hid before ; 
Till what God is, thysclf, liis imago, shows ; 
And thou wilt wcar tho robe Uiat first tliou wore, 
Whcn bright with radiance from his forming 

band, 
Ho saw tho lord o£ ali his creaturcs stand. 



TiiB words tlmt come unutterod by the breath, 
Looks without eyes, thcse lighten ali the globe ; 
Thoy are the ministcring angels, scnt where 

Death 
Has walkcd the earth so long in seraph's robe ; 
Seo croAvding to tlieir touch the groping blind! 
And ears long sliut to sound are bent to bear, 
Quick as thcy speak tho lame new vigor fmd, 
And languago to the dumb man's lips is near; 
Hail, scnt to us, yo scrvants of high heavcn I 
Unsccn, savo by tho humble and tho poor ; 
To them glad tidings bave your voices given ; 
For them thcir faith liàs wrouglit the wished-for 

cure ; 
And over shall thoy witness bear of you, 
That He who scnt you forth to beai was trae. 
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When Comes the sun io visit thee at mom^ 
Art thou prepared io gire him welcome then ; 
Or Ì8 the day that with hU light is bom, 
With thee a day tliat has already been ; 
Hast thou filled up its yet unnumbered hours 
With thy heart*8 thoughts, and made them now 

thine own ? 
Then for thee cannot bloom its budding flowers \ 
The day to thee hast past, and onward flown ; 
The noon may foUow with its quickcning beat. 
The grain grow yellow in its ripcning rays. 
And slow-poccd cvcning mark Uie noon*s retreati 
Yet tliou as dead to them live ali thy days ; 
For thou hast made o£ God*s free gifts a gain. 
And would'st the sovereign day a slave in benda 

retain. 



orile tiWùU 

I fiAW him forging link by link bis chain, 

Yet while he felt its length he tliought him freOi 

And sighed for those berne o'er the barren main 

To bondage that to bis would f reedom be ; 

Yet on he walked with eyes far-gazing stili 

On wrongs that from bis own dark bosom flowedy 
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And while he thought to do bis master's will 

Ho but tbe more bis disobedience sbowed* 

I beard a wild rose by the stony wall, 

Whose fragrance reached me m the passing galoi 

A lesBon give— it gave alike to ali— 

And I rcpcat the moral of its tale, 

*'Tliat from the spot wheré deep its dark roots 

grew 
Bloomed forth Uie fragrant rose that ali delight 

to view." 

'T is near the moming watch : the dim lamp burns, 
But scarccly shows bow dark the slumbering 

Street ; 
No sound of life the silent mart retums ; 
No fricnds from house to house their neigbbors 

grcct. 
It is tlie sleep of death, — a deeper sleep 
Than e'er before on mortai cyelids fell ; 
No stars above the gloom their places keep ; 
No faìthful watchmen of tlie morning teli ; 
Yot stili thcy slumbcr on, thòugh rising day 
Hath througli their Windows poured the awaken- 

inglight; 
Or, tUrning in Uieir sluggard trances, say, — 
'* There yct are many hours to fili the night" 
Tlicy rise not yct; while on tlie Briclcgroom goes 
Till Ile the day's bright gatcs f orover on them 

dose. 
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l8EE them,— erowd on crowd they walk tbe 

6arth| 
Dry leafless trees no autamn wind laid bare ; 
And in their nakedness find cause for mirthi 
And ali unclad would winter's rudencss dare ; 
No sap doth through their clatteriiig branchee 

flow, 
Whence springing leaves and bloBSoms bright 

appear ; 
Their hearts the living God have ceased to know 
Who gives the spring-time to th' expectant year. 
They mimic life, as if from Him to steal 
His glow of liealth to paint the livid cheek} 
They borrow words for thouglits they cannot 

feely 
That with a seenung heart their tongue may 

speak ; 
And in their show of life more dead they live 
Than tliose tliat to the earth with many tears 

they givo. 



C(e (^rabef art* 

My heart grows sick before tbe wide-epread 

death 
That walks and spèaks in seeming life aronnd ; 
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And I wotild love the colise without a breathi 
That sleeps forgotten 'neath the cold, cold 

ground ; 
For tliese do teli the story of decay. 
The worm and rotten flesli hide not nor Ile; 
But this, though dying, too, from day to day, 
With a falso show doth cheat the longing eye. 
And hide the wonn that gnaws the core of life, 
With painted cheek and smooth, deccitf ul skin ; 
Covcring a grave with sights of darkncds rifoi 
A secret cav^rn fillcd with death and sin ; 
And mcn walk o*cr these graves and know it not, 
For in the body*s hcalth the soul 's forgot. 



Tue prison-house is full; there ÌA no celi 
But hath its prisoncr laden with his chains ; 
And yct they live as though their life was well, 
Nor of its burdening sin the soul complains ; 
Thou dost not see where thou hàst lived so 

long, — 
The phice is called tlie skull where thou dost 

tread. 
Why laugh*st thou, then, why sing the sportive 

song, 
As if thou livesti and know'st not thou art dead. 
Yes, thou art dead, the mom breaks o'er thee 

now, — 
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Where ii ihy Pather, He who gare ihee birth ? 
Thou art a severod limbi a barren bough, 
Thou sleepest in deep caverna of the earth* 
Awake! thou hast a glorious race to run i 
Put on thy Btrongth, thou hast not yet begun. 



()e toa« acqoaintelr toit( (Srief* 

I OANNOT teli the sorrows that I f eel 

By the night*8 darlcness, by the prispn's gloom ; 

There is no sight that can the death reveal 

Hie spirit suffers in a living toiub ; 

There is no sound of grief that moumers raisei 

No moaning of the wind, or dirge-like sea, 

Nor hymns, though prophet tones inspire the laysi 

That can the Spirit's grief awake in thee. 

Thou, too, must suffcr, as it suffers bere, 

The death in Christ to know the Father'i love t 

Then in the strains that angels love to bear 

Thou, too, slialt bear the Spirit*B song abovOi 

And learn in grief what these can never tell| — 

A note too deep for eartldy voice to swelL 
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There Ì8 no faith: the mountiun itands wiihin 
Stili unrebuked, ita summit reocheB heaven ; 
And every action adda its load of sin, 
For every action wants the little leaven. 
There is no prayer : it is but empty sound, 
That stirs with frequent breath the yielding Wf 
TVith every pulse they are more strongly bound, 
Who make the blood of goats the voice of prayer ; 
Oh, hcal thcm, — hcal thcm, Father, with thy 

word, 
Tlicir sins cry out to Thee f rom every side : 
From son and sire, from slave and master heard, 
Thcir voiccs fili the desert country wide ; 
And bid Thee hasten to relieve and save, 
By Him who rose triumphant o*er the grave. 



I LOOKED to find a man who walked with 6od, 
Liko the translated patriarch of old ; — 
Though gladdened millions on his footstool trod, 
Yet none with Him did such swect converse hold. 
I heard the wind in low complaint go by 
That none its melodics like him could bear ; — - 
Day unto day spoko wisdom from on high, 
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Tei none 13ce David torned a willing ear : 

Grod walked alone, unhonored, throagb the earth* 

For Him no hei\ii-bailt tempie open stood ; 

The 8oul| f orgetf ul of her nobler buih, 

Had hewn Him Icity shrines of stono and woody 

And loft unfinished. and in ruinA stili, 

The only tempie He delights to fili. 



Therb is no woTship now : the idei stands 
Within the Spirit's holy resting-place I 
Millions before it bcnd with upraiscd banda. 
And with their gifts 6od*8 purer sbrino disgraee* 
The prophet walks unhonored 'mid the crowd 
Tliat to the idoVa tempie daily throng ; 
His voice unheard above their voices loud, 
His strength too feeble 'gainst the torrent strong ; 
But there are bounds that ocean's rage can stay 
When wave on wave leaps madly to the shore : 
And BooYi the prophot*s word shall mcn oboy, 
And huMlied to pcace the billows cease to roar; 
For He who spake*-and warring winds kepi 

peace, 
Commands again — and man*8 wild passiona 

ceasé. 
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I HAYB no brother. Tliey who meet me now 

Offer a hand with their own wills defilcd, 

And) whilo they wear a «mootli, unwrinklod brow, 

Kiiow not ilmt Truth can novcr be boguiled. 

Go wash dio hand tliat stili bctrays thy g^lts — 

Before ilio Spirit's gaze what stain can liide ? 

AbePs red blood upon tho earth is split, 

And by thy tonrue it cannot be denicd. 

I bear not with the car, — tho hcart doth teli 

Its secret dccds to me untold before ; 

Go, ali its hiddcn plunder quickly sell, 

Then shalt thou clcanso thee from thy brother's 

gore, 
Tlien will I take thy gift; — that bloody stain 
Shall not be seen upon Uiy hand again. 



Thou art more déadly than the Jew of old : 
Tliou hast his wcapons hiddcn in thy speech ; 
And though thy hand from me thou dost with- 

hold, 
They pierce where sword and spear could never 

reach. 
Thou liast me fenced about with thomy talky 
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To pierce my toni with angulsh whQe I bear; 
And while amid thy populous streets I walk, 
I feel at eveiy step tho eniering spear. 
60, cleanse thy lying mouth of ali ita guile 
That from tlie will witliin thee ever fiows ; 
6oy cleanse the tempio thou dost now defilei 
Then sliall I ceaso to foci thy lieavy blows i 
And come and tread with me the patii of peac6| 
And from thy brother*» harm forever cease. 



I WALK the streets, and though not meanly drest, 
Yet none so poor as can with me compare ; 
For none, though weary, cali me in to rest. 
And though I hunger, nono thelr substance 

share. 
I ask not for my stay thebrolcen reed, 
That fails when most I want a friendly arm ; 
I cannot on the loavcs and fishcs feed 
That want the blcssing that thcy may not liarm. 
I only ask the living word to bear 
From tongues tliat nowbut speak to utter deatli; 
I thirst for one cool cup of water clear, 
But drink the rilcd stream of lying breath ; 
And wander on, though in my Fatherland, 
Yet bear no welcome voice and see no beckoning 

band. 



I 
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|Se sane me no ^eat 

My brother, I am hungiy : give me food 
Sach as my Father gives me at his board ; 
He has for many years bcen to thee good, 
Tliou eanst a morsol, thcn, to me afford. 
I do not ask of thee a grain òf that 
TIlou oileroBt wlien I cali on thee for bread ; 
This 18 not of the wine iior olivo fat, 
But those who cat of this like thee are dead* 
I ask Uie love the Father has for thee, 
That thou should'st give it back to me again ; 
Tliis shall my soul from pangs of hunger free^ 
And on my parchud spirit fall like rain ; 
Thon thou wilt prove a broihor to my need, 
For in the cross of Christ thoui too, cahst bleed. 



^reaU* 

Long do we live upon the husks of com, 
Wliile 'neath untastod lie the kernels stili ; 
Hoira of the kingdom, but in Christ unborni 
Fain with swino^s food would wo our hunger fili. 
We eat, but 't is not of the brcad from heaven ; 
We drink, but 't is not from the stream of life ; 
Our Bwelling actions want the little leaven 
To make tlicm with the sighcd-f or blessing rife ; 
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We waat onhappy on a stranger's board» 
While we the master's friend by right thould 

live, 
Enjoy with him the fruita our labors stored» 
And to the poor with him the pittance give } 
No more to want, the long expected heir 
With Christ the Father's love forevermore to 

share. ^ 



QT^e |)eart 

Therb Ì8 a cup of sweet or bitter drink, 
Whose watera over o'er the brim must well, 
Whonce flow pure thoughts of love as angele 

think, 
Or of its dcomon depths the tongue will telL 
That cup can ne*or bo cleansed from outward 

staine 
While from within the tide forever flows ; 
And soon it wearies out the fruitless pains 
The treacherous band on sudi a task bestows ; 
But ever bright its crystol sides appear, 
While runs the current from its outlet pure ; 
And pilgi'ims hail its sparkling watcrs noar. 
And stoop to drink the hoaling fountain suro. 
And blcss tlio cup that chocra thcir fainting soul 
While through this parching waste they seek 

their heavenly goal. 
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Thott pray*Bt noi, save when in thy soni thou 

pray'st, 
Disrpbing of thyself to feed the poor; 
The words thy lips shall utter then, thou say'st, 
They are as marble, and they shall enduro. 
Pray always, f or on prayer the hungry feed ; 
Its sound is hidden music to the soul, . 
From low dcsires its rising strains sliall lead» 
And wiUing captives own thy just control. 
Dmw not too often on the gushing spring, 
Btit rather let its own o*erflowings teli 
Whcre the cool waters rise, and thither bring 
Those who more gladly then will hail the well ; 
When, gushing from within, new streams like 

thine 
Sliall bid them ever drink and own its Bouree 

divine. 



TiiB Prophet speaks, the world attentive stands I 
Tlie voice tlmt stirs the people's countless host, 
Issues ngain the Living God's commands ; 
And who before the King of kings cah boast ? 
At bis rebuko bòhold a thousand flee. 
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Their hearts the Lord hath smitten witb bis f ear t 
Bow to the Christ, ye nations I bow the knee I 
Bepont I the Icingilom of the Son is near I 
Deep on their souls the mighty accenta fall, 
Likè lead that pierces through the walls of oÌAy ; 
Fricked to the heart the guilty spirita cali 
To know of Him the new, the living way ; 
They bow ; f or He can loose, and He can bind ; 
And in bis path the promised blessing find. 



AwAKE, ye dead I Tlie summons bas gone f orth 
That bids ye leave the dark inclosing grave ; 
From cast to west 'tis beard, from south to 

north 
The word goes f orth imprisoned souls to Bave : 
Though ye bave on the garments of the dead. 
And the fourtli day bave slept within the earth. 
Come forth ! you shall partake the living bread. 
And be a witness of the Spirit's birth. 
Awake, ye faithful I throw your grave-dotbes byi 
He wbom ye seek is risen, bids ye rìse ; 
The cross again on eartli is lifted high ; 
Tarn to its healing sight your closing eyei ; 
And you sball rise and gird your armor on, 
And fight till you a crown in Christ bave won. 
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QLit jinoontaiiu 

Thou Bhalt the mountain move ; be strong in me. 
And I will pluck it from ita roclcy hose, 
And cast it hcadlong in the roUing sca, — 
And men shall seek but sliall not iind ita place. 
Be strong ; thou shalt throw down the numeroos 

host 
Tliat rises now against thee o'er the earth ; 
Against thy Father's arm they shall not boost, 
In sorrow sliall grow dark tlieir day of mirth* 
Lift up the banner, bid the trumpcts sound ; 
Gather, ye nations, on the opposing bill I 
I will your wisest councils now confound. 
And ali your ranks with death and slaughter filL 
I come Cor judgment, and for victory now, 
Bow down, ye nations ! at ihy f ootstool bow I 



QT^e (Zr(injr« ecfore* 

I WOULD not tarry. Look 1 the things before 
Cali me along my path with bcckoning love ; 
The tliings I gain wear not the hues they wore, 
For brighter glories gild the heavens above. 
Stili on, I seek the peace the Master sought, 
The world cannot disturb bis joy within ; 
It is not with its gold and silver bought, 
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It Ì8 tbe Tictoiy over death and liiu 

Bui those who enter the brighi city's gates. 

Ride low on one the marked and seomed oi 

earth ; 
For there the ready mansion open wiuts 
For tliose who live rejected from tlieir birthi 
And He who went bef ore them bids, ali hail I 
To those who o'er the world in Him prevaiL 



Bejoice, ye weary ! ye whose spinte monnii 
There is a rest which shall not be rcmoved ; 
Press on and reach within the heavenly boume^ 
By Chrìsty the King of your salvation proved. 
There is a rest I Rejoice, ye silent stars, 
Roll on no more ali voiceless on your way : 
Thou Sun 1 No more dark cloud thy triumpb 

bars, — 
Speak thou to every land the coming day. 
And thou, my soul, that feePst the rest witluni 
That greater art than star or burning sun, 
Rcjoice ! for thou hast known the rest from sin^ 
And liast the eternai life in God bcgun ; — 
Fraise thou the Lord with every living thing, 
And for bis grace with saints and angels sing. 
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PraUie* 

Oh praise the Lordi Lei óveiy heort be glad I 
The dny lios corno whon He will be our 6od ; 
No fcars can come io niake bis cbildron sad, 
HÌ8 Joy 18 theirs who in bis ways bave trod. 
Ob praise, ye billsl Praise Him, ye rivers 

wido I 
Ye people own bis love ! revere bis power ! 
He makcs bis peace in one full current glide, 
It sball ilow on unbroken from tliis bour. 
Sbout ! sbout, ye saints ! tbe triumpb day is 

near, 
Tlie King goos fortli Himself bis sons to save ; 
Tlio babitations of tbo poor to roar. 
And bid ilio palm and myrtle round tbcm wave I 
Open your gatcs, ye bcavon-u2)li{ted walls ! 
Tbe King of kings f or entrance at Uicm calls. 



Ipature. 



iSatare* 

Naturb I mj love f or thee is deeper far 

Than strength of worcb, tliough ipirit-bom» ean 

teU; 
For while I gazo they seem my soul to bar, 
That in thy widening streams would onward 

Bwell, 
Bearing thy mirrored beauty on ita breast, — 
Now, tlirough thy lonely haunts unseen to glide, 
A motion that scarce knows itself fi*om rest, 
With pictured flowers and branches on ita tide ; 
Then, by the noisy city*8 frowning wall, 
Whose anned heights within its waters gleam, 
To rush with answering voice to ocean*i cali, 
And mingle with the decp its swollen stream, 
Whose boundlcss bosom's cairn alone can hold 
That heaven of glory in thy skies unrolled. 



eie ftonjr* 

Whek I would sbg of crooked streattis and 

fields, 
On, on from me they stretch too far and wide, 
And at their look my song ali powerless yieldsi 
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And down the river bears me with ito tìde. 

Amid the fields I am a child agiun, 

Tlio spoto that tlien I loved I love the more, 

My fìngors drop the strangcly-Bcrawling pen. 

And I rcmcmber nought but Naturo's lore. 

I plungo me in the rivcr*i cooling wavoi 

Or on the embroidcrcd bank admiring Ican, 

Now some endangorcd inscct life to Bave, 

Now watch the pictured flowers and grasses 

green ; 
Forever playing whcre a boy I playcd, 
By bill and grovo, by iicld and stream delayed. 



(ZTo t(e Pare ali (ZTIiinstf are Pare» 

The flowers I pass bave eyes tliat look at me, 
Tlie birds bave ears that bear my spirit's voice. 
And I am glad the Icaping brook to scei 
Bccauso it dooH at my light stop rejoice. 
Como, brothorfl, ali who trcad the grassy bill. 
Or wandcr thouglitlcss o*cr the blooming fìcldsy 
Como Icarn the swect obcdionco of the will ; 
Thonce cvery sight and sound new plcasure 

yields. 
Nature shall seem another house of thine, 
Wlien He who formed thee, bids it live and play, 
And in tliy ramblcs e*en tlie creeping vino 
Shall keep with thee a jocund holiday. 
And evcry plant, and biixl, and insect be 
Thine own companions bom for harmony. 
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\ 



Tms bnbbling brook doth leap when I oome bjTj 
Bocause my f oet find meosure with it9 cali { 
The birds know when the friend tliey love I 

nigh, 
For I am known io them both great and tmall ; 
The flowera tliat on tlie lovely hilUside grow 
Expect me there whon Spring theirbloom ha 

given; 
And many a tree and bush my wandonngA knoin 
And e'en Uie clouds and silent stara o£ heaven : 
For he who with his Maker walks aright \ 
Shall be their lord, as Adam was bofore ; ^ 
His ear shall catch each sound with now delighi 
Each object wear the drcss which thcn it wore ; 
And he, as when erect in soul he stood, 
Hear from his Father*s lips, that ali is good. 



• (Zr(e Bobe* 

Each naked branch, the yellow leaf or brown. 
The rugged rock, and dcath-deformdd plain, 
Lio while beneath the winter's feathery do¥my 
Nor doth a spot unsightly now remain. 
On sheltering roof, on man himsolf , it falls ; 
But him no robe, not spotless snow, makes deaa 



86 V£RT8 POEMS. 

Beneath, Hs corse-like spirìt ever calls, 

That on it too may fall the heavenly screen. 

Bui ali in vain : its ^ilt can never hide 

From ilio quick Spirit's heart-dcep searching eye; 

Tlioro barrcn plains and cavcrns yawning wide 

Lio evcr nakod io the passer-by ; 

Nor can ono thought dcformod the presence 

shun, 
But to the Spirit*8 gaze stands brighi as in the 

8un. 



I TOO wiU wait ìvith thce rcturning Spring, 
When thick tlie leaves shall cling on every 

boughy 
And birds within their now-grown arbor sing, 
Unmindf ul o€ the stoims that tear me now ; 
For I bave stript me naked to the blast 
Tliat now in triumph through my branches rides ; 
But Boon the wintor*s bondagc shall he past 
To hun who in the Saviour*8 love abidcs ; 
And as hÌ8 Father to thy 1uu1)h rctunifl, 
Blossonì and bluom to Bprinklo o*er thy dres^i 
So shall ChrÌ8t cali from out thcir funcral urna, 
Those wlio in patienco stili thcir souls possess; 
And clothe in raimcnt ncver to wax old. 
Ali whom liis. Father gave him for bis fold. 



jfÀTunjB, 87 



orbe StSinter Babu 

Thx rain cornea down, it eomes withoat oar eally 
Each pattering drop knows well ito destined 

place. 
And soon the fìelds whoreon the blessings fall 
Sliall change tlieir £ro8ty look for Spring's sweet 

face; 
So fall the word» thyHoly Spirit sends, 
Upon the heart whero Winter's robe is flung { 
Tliey shall go forth as certain of thoir endsy 
À8 the wet drops from out thy vapora wrung : 
Spring will not tarry, though nìoro lato its rose 
Shall bud and blòom upon tho sinf al hcart ; 
Yet when it buda, forovcr thcre it blows, 
And hears no Winter bid its bloom dcpart ; 
It strengtliens with his storms, and grows moro 

bright 
When o*er the earth is cast his mantle wliite. 



I WOULD not breathoi when blows thy mighfy 

wind 
0*er desolate bill and winter-blasted plain, 
But stand, in waiting hope, if I may find 
Each flower rccalled to ncwcr llfe again. 
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That now oiiBightly ludes itself f rom Thee, 
Àmid the leaves or rusUing grasses dry, 
With ice-coBod rock and snowy-mantled tree, 
Ashomed lesi Thou ite nakedness 6h>>uld spy ; 
Bui Thou shalt breathe, and every rattling bougfa 
Shall gather Icavcs ; each rock with rivers flow ; 
And they that hide them from thy prcsenco now. 
In now-found robcs along thy path shall glow. 
And mcadows at thy coming fall and rise, 
Thcir green waves sprinkled with a thousand 
eyos. 



On, bid the desert blossom as the rose, 
For thore is noi one flower that meets me now ; 
On ali thy fìeids He heaped the wintry snows, 
And the rough Ice encrusts the fruitful bough. 
Oh, breathe upon thy ruined vineyard stili ; 
Though like the dead it long unmoved has lain, 
Thy brcath can with the bloom o€ Eden fili, 
The lifclcss clods in verdure clothe againi. 
Awake, ye slothful ! open wide the earth 
To the new sun and Spirit's quickening rain; 
They carne to bid the furrows hcave in birth, 
And strew with ròses thick the barren plain. 
Awake ! be éarly in your untilled field. 
And it to you the crop o£ peace shall yield. 
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lalot ant Beit 

Tbou need'st noi rest: the shinbg tpheret ar< 

thine 
That roU perpetuai on their silent waj. 
And Thoa dost breathe in me a Toice divine^ 
That teUs more aure of thine eternai sway ; 
Tliine the first starting of the early leaf. 
The gathering green, the changing autumn hne i 
To Theo the world*8 long ycars are but as brief 
À8 the fresh tinta that Spring will soon renew. 
Thon needest not man's little life of years, 
Save that he gather wisdom f rom them ali ; 
That in thy f ear he lose ali othcr fears, 
And in thy calling heed no other calL 
Then shall ho be thy child to know thy care, 
And in thy glorious Seli the eternai Sabbatl 

share. 



(ZTiie (ZTree* 

I LOVE thee when thy swelling buda appear 
And one by one their tender leaves nnfold, 
As if they knew that warmer suns were near, 
Nor longer sought to hide from Winter's cold ; 
And when with darker growth thy leaves ai 
seen 
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To yeil from view tho early robin's nest, 
I love io lie beneath thy waving screen 
With limbs by summer's beat and toil opprest ; 
And when the autumn winds bave strìpt tbee 

bare, 
And round tbee lies tlie smooth, untrodden snow, 
Whcn nougbt is tb'ine that xnade tbee once so 

fair, 
I love to wateb thy sbadowy foriA below, , 
And tbro.ugb thy leaflcss arms to look above 
On stars that brighter bcam wben xnost we need 

tlieir love. 



Cde Slpdl C»noto« 

It will net stay I the robe so pearly white, 
Wliich foli in folds in Nature's bosom bare» 
And sparkled in the winter moonbeams* lighti 
A venturo sudi as saiutcd spirits wear. 
It will not 8iay. Look, from the open plain, 
It melts beneath the glance of April's sun ; 
Nor can the rock's cool shade the snow detain,. 
It fecds the brooks, which down the hillside run. 
Why should it linger ? ^lany tinted flowers 
And the green gi*ass its place will quickly fUl, 
And,. with now lifo from sun and kindly showerSy 
With beauty deck tlie meadow and the bill, 
Till we regrct to see the earth resumé 
Tlùs snowy mantle for ber robe of bloom. 
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The moming'B briglitness cannot make thee 

glad, 
If thoa art not more brighi than it within; 
And nought of evenbg's peace basi thoa e*er 

hady 
If evening first did not with thee begin. 
Full many a sun I saw first set and riso, 
Before my day had found a rising toc ; 
And I with Nature Icarncd to harmonizei 
And to hcr times and seosons made me ime. 
How fair that ncw 3Iay morning wlien I rose 
Companion of the sun for ali the day ; 
0*er every bill and ficld where now he goeSy 
With him to pass, nor fear again to stray; 
But 'neath the full-orbcd moon*s reflccted light 
Stili onward kcep my way till latest. night. 



(Zr(e (il&itinli>jriotoer* 

Thou lookest up with meek, confiding eyei 
«Upon the clouded smile of ApriUs face, 
Unluirmed, though Wintcr stands uncertain by 
Eying with jealous glance each opening grace. 
Tliou trustest wisely I In thy faith arrayed, 
More glorious thou tlian Israel's wisest King. 



92 VERTS POEMS. 

Sueh ffuth was HU whom men to death betrayedi 
As thinoy who hoor'st the tiinid voice o£ Sprìng, 
While other flowers stili hido tliem from ber cali 
Àlong tho river*8 brìnk and mcadow baro. 
Tlico yrill I sook besido tbo stony ìvall. 
And in tby trust with cbildlike bcart would 

sliaroi • 

O'orjoycd tliat in fliy carly leaves I flnd 
A Icsson taugbt by Him wbo loved ali buman 

kind. 



dntVMtU 



V 



Thou tellest trutbs unspoken yet by man, 
By tbis tby loncly bomo and modest look ; ' 

For be bas not tbo eycs sucb trutbs to scany 
Nor learns to road from sucb a lowly book. 
Witlì liim it is not lifo fìrm-fixed to grow 
Bcncatb tbo outsprcading oaks and rising pineSi 
Contcnt tbis bumble lot of tbine to know, 
Tbo ncarcst ncigbbor of tbe crceping vines ; 
Witbout fìxcd root bo cannot trust, like tbee, 
Tbo rain will know tlie appointcd bour to falli 
But fcars Icst suu or sbowcr may burtful be. 
And would dolay or spccd tbcm witb bis cali; 
Nor trust liko tlieo wbcn wintry winds blow coldy 
Wboso sbrinking form tbo witberod leaves enfold. 
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orbe Columline* ^ 

[Stxll, stili mj eye will gazo long fixed on thae» 
Till I forget that I am colled a mani 
And ai Uiy side fast-rootcd seom to be. 
And the breezo comes my oheek with ihine te 

fan* 
Upon tlìis craggy hill our life shall pass,— 
A life of summer days and summer joys, -* 
Nodding our honey-bells mid pliant grass 
In which the bce, half-hid, his time employs ; 
And hero we '11 drink with thirsty porcs the rain 
And turn dewHsprinkled to the rising sun. 
And look when in the flaming west again 
His orb across the hcavcn its path has run ; 
Here left in darkness on the rocky steep^ 
My weary eyes shall dose like fohling flowers il 

sleep. 



QT^e Wittti Bo«e ot pipinoat^. 

Upon the Plymouth shore the wild rose bloomsy 
As when the Pilgrìms lived beside the bay. 
And scents the moming air with sweet perfomes 
Though new this hour, more ancient far thai 

they; 
More ancient than the wild, yet friendly racOi 
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That roved the land before the Filgrims came. 
And bere for ages found a dwelling-placOi 
Of yrkom oor lustories teli us but a namo I 
Though new tliis bour, out from tbo past it 

springSy 
Telllng tliis Buinmer morning of eartb*8 prime ; 
And bappy visiona of the future brings, 
Tliat rcach beyond, e*en to tbe verge of timo ; 
Wreathing cartli's cbildren in one flowery cluun 
Of love and beauty, over to remain. 



QT^e ftabbatfa. 

The sweet-briar roso Ims not a form more fiur, 
Nor are ite bues more beauteous tluin tlùne own, 
Sabbatia, fiower most beautiful and rare ! 
In lonely spots blooming unseen, unknown. 
So spiritual tby look, tby stem so ligbt, 
Tlion secracst not from the dark earth to grow ; 
But to belong to heavenly regions bright, 
Where night comes not, nor blasts of winter 

blow. 
To me thou art a pure, ideal fiower, 
So delicate that mortai touch might mar ; 
Not born, like othcr flowers, of sun and sbower, 
But wandoring from tliy native home af ar 
To lead our thoughts to some sercner dime, 
Beyond the slmdows and the storms of timo. 



NATURE. 
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Thott need'st not flutter f rom thy ludf-bn3t nett, 
Whene'er tlioa héar'st man's hunying feet go bji 
Fearing his eye for liflnn may on thee rest. 
Or he thy young*8 unfinished cottage spy ; 
ÀU will not heed thee on tliat swinging boughi 
Nor care that round thy shelter spring the leayesy 
Nor watch thee on the pooFs wèt margin now 
For day to plaster straws thy cunning weaves ; 
Ali will not hcar thy sweet, outpouring joy, 
That with morn's stillncss blonda the voice of 

song, 
For over-anxious cares their souls einploy, 
That else upon thy music home along 
And the light wings of heart-asccnding prayer 
Had learned that Heaven is pleased thy simple 

joys to share. 



I OANNOT hear thy voice with others' ears» 
Who make of thy lost liberty a gain ; 
And in thy tale of blighted hopcs and fears 
Feel not tluit every note is born with pain. 
Alas I that with thy musio*s gentle swell 
Fast days of joy should through thy memory 
throng) 
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And eoeh to thee tlieir words of sorrow teli, 
Wliile ravishod senso forgets tliee in thy song. 
The heart that on Uie past and future feeds. 
And pours in human words its thoughts divine, 
Though at each birth the spirit inly bleedsy 
Its songs may charm the listening ear like thine ; 
And man with gilded cage and praise will try 
To make the hard like thee forget his native sky. 



I FOUKD, far cuUed f rom f ragrant field and grove, 
Each flower that makes our Spring a welcome 

guest; 
In one sweet bond of brotherhood inwove 
An osicr band thoir loafy stalks compressed ; 
A strangcr*s hand had niado thoir bloom my 

own. 
And f resh their f ragrance rested on the air ; 
His gift was mine — but he who gave unknown. 
And my heart sprrowed though the flowers were 

fair. 
Now oft I grieve to meet them on tlie lawn, 
As sweotly scattered round my path they grow, 
By One who on Uieir petals paints the dawn. 
And gilt with sunset splendors bids them glow, 
For I ne'er asked ''who steeps them in per- 

fume?" 
Nor anxious sought His love who crowns them 

ali with bloom. 



ITATURS. 07 



QDe Botfe» 

• 

The rose thoa show'st me has lost ali ite hne^ 
For thoa dost seém to me than it lesa fair } 
For when I look I tum from it to yon, 
And feei the flower has been thine only care. 
Thou could'st have grown as f reely by its side 
As spring these buds from oat the parent stem» 
•But thou art from thy Father severed wide^ 
And turnest from thyself to look at tliem. 
Thy words do not pci*fume the sumnier air, 
Nor draw the eye and ear like thb thy flower } 
No bces shall make thy lips their daily carOi 
And Bip the sweets distilled from hour to hoor } 
Nor shall now plants from out thy scaitorcd soed^ 
O'cr many a ficld tho eye with beauty food. 



QT^e Stoni. 

The seed has started» — who can stay it ? See^ 
The leaves are sprouting high above tlie ground ; 
Already o'er the flowers, its head ; the tree 
That rose bcside it and that on it frowned, 
Behold ! is but a small bush by its side. 
Stili on I it cannot stop \ its branches spread } 
'It looks o'er ali the earth in giant pride : 
The nations find upon its limbs their bready 
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Ita boughs their xnillions shelier f rom the heaty 
Beneath ita shade see kindreds, tongues, and ali 
That the wide world contains, they ali retreat 
Beneath the shelter o£ tliat acorn amali 
That late thou flung'st away ; 't was the beat gift 
That Heaven e*er gave ; -—ita head the low ahall 
lift 



3r toa« «itit ant in pritfon. 

Thou haat not left tlie rough-barkcd tree to grow 
Witliout a mate upon tlie river'a bank ; 
Nor dost Thou on one flower the rain bcatowi 
But many a cup the glittcring dropa haa drank. 
Tlie bird must sing to oné %vho aings again. 
Else would her note lesa welcome be to bear ; 
Nor hast Thou bid thy word desccnd in vain, 
But aoon aome answering voice ahall rcach my 

ear. 
Tlien shall the brothcrhood of peace begin, 
And the new aong be raiscd tliat nevcr dies, 
That ahall the aoul from dcath and darkneaa win. 
And burst the priaon where the captive liea ; 
And one by one, new-bom, aliali join the atrain, 
Till earth restorea her aona to heaven again. 
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QDe tSxttn ot Itfe» 

FoB those who wonhip Thee there is no deatfay 
For ali they do is bui with Thee to dwell: 
Now while I take f rom Thee this possing breathy 
It 18 bui oi thy glùrious name to teli ; 
Nor words nor measured sounds have I to find, 
But in tliem both xtiy soul doth ever flow ; 
They come as viewless as the unscen windf. 
And teli thy noiselesfi steps where'er I go ; 
The trees that grow along thy living streanii 
And fr9m ita springs réfrc«hmcnt evor drink) 
Forever glittering in thy morning beam 
They bend them o*er the rivcr's grassy brink, 
And, as more high and wide their branches grow^ 
They look more fair within the dcptlis below. 



onte Clottìret ;fnoniins« 

The morning Comes; and thickening fogs pre- 

vail, > 
Hanging like curtains ali the horìzon roandf 
And o'er the head in heavy stillness sail, — 
So stili is day it seems like night profound* 
But see I the mists are stirring, rays oi light 
Fierce through the haze as struggling to be frea ; 
The circle round grows every moment brìght, 
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The 8un is breaking f orth ; 't is he, 't Ì8 he 1 
Quick from bef ore him flie8 each sluggish doud, 
His rays bave touched the streami bave cUmbed 

the hiU ; 
The sounds of Ufo increase, ali blonding loud, 
The bum of xncn, nor smallest thing is stili ; 
But ali bave found a voice, and bail their king. 
The words of man's high praise, and bird with 

fiiuttering wing. 



The dear bright morning, with ita 8cented air 
And gayly waving flowers, is bere again ; 
Man's heart is lifted with the voice of prayer. 
And pcace desccnds as falla the gentle rain. 
Tlié tuncful birds tliat ali night long bave slept, 
Take up at dawn the evening's dying lay, 
Wlien sleop upon thcir eyelids gently cropt. 
And stole with stcalthy craft their song away. 
High overhead the forcst's swaying boughs 
Sprinkle with drops of dow the wliistling boy, 
As to the fiold he carly drlves his cows, 
More than content with tliis his low employ. 
And shall not joy uplift me when I lead 
The flocks of Chi'ist by the stili strcams to feed? 



• • 
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QDe Bamile. 

Ths plantt that eareless grow ihall bloom «od 

budy 
When wilied stahds man's nieely tended flower; 
E'en on the nnsheliered waste, or pooFa daxk 

mud. 
Spring bclhi and lilies fit for lad/s bowar. 
Come with me, I will show you where they grow | 
Tlio tangled vines and bouglm come puah avide i 
O'er yondcr liill-top's craggy side we go, 
Tken by the path beyond we downward slide. 
Sco, by yond pond whore few but travelem pasSf 
Each lily opens wide its curious cup, 
And bere where now we track the unmown grastf 
Tlie wild-heath beli, surprbcd, is looking up 
To view the strangers that thus far liave sought 
The flowors tliat in fair Naturo*s robe aro 

wrought 



Stat where thon art, thou neéd'st noi idrtliflr 

go> 
The flower with me is pleading at tfay f eet } 

The clouds, the silken clouds, above me flow^ 

And f resh the breezes come tfay choek to greet 
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Why hasten on ; — hast thou a fairer home ? 
Has God more richly blesi the world than here, 
That thou in haste would'st from thy country 

roam, 
Favored by every month tliat fiUa the year ? 
Sweet showera shall on thee bere, as there, de- 

scend ; 
The sun salute thy morn and gild thy ève : 
Come, tarry bere, for Nature is thy friend. 
And wo an arbor for ourselvcs will weave ; 
And niany a pilgrim, journeying on as thou, 
Will grateful blcss its shade, and list the wind- 

struck bougb. 



€it iFien ant GMooìr* 

Whesce didst thou spring, or art thou yet un- 

born ; 
Who trcadst with slighting foot so swift along, 
Where ncar thee rises green the bladcd com, 
And from the tree pours forth the birds* new 

song? 
Tliy heart is over flutt'ring, ne'er at rest ; 
A bird that o'er would soar with wily art, 
Yet whon she scems of what she wished possesti 
She fecls the strength from out ber wings de- 

part 
Leam wisdom from the sweet, delaying voice. 
And from its melody turn not thine ear ; 
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With springing grain in slow decay rejoleaf 
And thon at one shall be with ali diings here | 
And thy desires, that now o'ertop the grain, 
Shàll with ita growth a life like thein sustain; 



The bush that has most briars and bitter fruiti ~ 
Wait till the frost has tumed ita green leavea 

red, 
Ita aweetened berries will thy palate suit, 
And thou may'st find e'en there a homely bread* 
Upon the hills of Salem, scattered wide, 
Tlieir yellow blossoms gain the eye in Spring ; 
And straggling e'en upon the tumpiko'a side, 
Tlieir ripencd branches to your hand they bring. 
I Ve pluckcd thcm oft in boyhood's early hour» 
That then I gave sudi name and thought it true } 
But now I know that other fruit as sour 
Grows on what now tliou callcst Me and You / 
Yét, wilt thou wait the Autumn that I see, 
Will sweeter taste than theso red berrics he. 
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QDe iPmit 

« 

Thou ripenest the fruita with warmer air . 
That Summer brings around thy goodly treeSi 
And Tlion wilt grant a summer to my prayer. 
And f ruit shall glisten from these fluttering 

leaves ; 
A f ruit that shall not witli the winter faily 
He knows no winter who of it shall eat, 
But on it lives, though outward storms assali, 
Till it bocomcs in time his daily meat : 
Thon ho shall in the fruit I givo abound. 
And hungry pilgrims hasten to the boughy 
Wliere the trae bread of lif e shall then be f ound, 
Tliough nought they spy to givo upon it now ; 
But pass it by, with sorrowing hearts that there 
But leaves bave grown where they the fruit 

would slmre. 



onte l^atbetf t 

Thet love me not who at my table eat ; 
Tliey live not on the bread that Thou hast given ; 
The word Thou giv'st is not their daily meat, 
The bread of life that cometh down from heaven. 
Tliey drink, but from their lips the waters dry, 
There is no well that gushes up within ; 
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And f or the meat that perishet thej oryi 
When Thoa has Yexed theb souls becausa of ain. 
Oh, send thy laboreite I Every hill and field 
With the nngathered crop is whitened o*er \ 
To those who reap it shall rich harvests yieldy 
In fiill«eared grain ali ripened for thy 8tore ; — 
No danger can they fear who reap with Theei 
Though diick with storms the autumn sky may 
he. 



€lt lattn Bain. 

Thb latter raih, — it falla in anxious haste 
Upon the sun-dried fields and branches bare, 
Loosening with searcliing drops the rigid waste. 
Ab if it would each root's lost strength repair | 
But not a biade grows green as in the 8pring, 
No 8welling twig puts forth ita thickening leavet ; 
The robins only mid the liarvosts sing, 
Pecking the grain that scatterà from the sheaves i 
Tlie rain falla stili, — tlie f ruit ali ripened drops, 
It picrces chestnut burr and walnut shell. 
The furrowed ilelds disclose the yellow crops, 
Bach bursting pod of talenta used can tcll| 
And ali that once received the early rain 
Declare to man it waa not sent in vain. 
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Thb frost Ì8 oat| and in the open fields, 
And late within the woods, I marked hU track ; 
The unwary flower his icy fingerà feels. 
And at thcir touch the crisped leaf roUs back ; — • 
Look, how the maple o'er a sea o£ green 
Waves in the autumnal wind his flag of red I 
Fìrat struck of ali the forest's spreading screen, 
Most beauteous, too, the earliest of her dead. 
Go on : thy task is kindly meant by Ilim 
Whoso is cadi flower and richly covcrcd bough ; 
And though the leavcs hang dead on overy limbi 
Stili will I praise his love, that early now 
Has scnt bcforo this herald of dccay 
To bid me hoed the approach of Winter's stemer 
day. 



Stttnmn Dap«* 

The winds arò out with loud increasing shout, 
Whero late bef ore them walked tlie biting frost, 
Wliirling the leaves in their wild sport about. 
And twig and limb atliwart our path are test. 
But stili the sun looks kindly on the year, 
And days of summer warmtli will linger yet ; 
And stili Uio birds amid tlie iields we bear, 
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For the ripe grain and scattered seeds they get 
The shortening dajs grow slo^ly lesa and lesa» 
And Winter comes with mony a wammg on ; 
And stili some day with kindly ornile will bleM, 
Till the last hope's deceit is fledged and gene, 
Before the deepening snows block up the way. 
And the sweet iields are mode of bowling blasts 
the prey. 



Stttttmn Leabetf. 

The leaves, though thick, are f alling : one by one 
Decayed thoy drop from off their parent tree } 
Their work with Autumn's latcst day is done, — 
Tliou see'Bt them home upon the breezes {ree. 
They lie strewn bere and tliere, their many dyes 
Tliat yesterday so caught thy passing eye ; 
Soiled by the rain each leaf neglected lies, 
Upon the path where now thou hurriest by. 
Yet tliink thee not their beauteous tinta lesa fair 
Than when they hung so gayly o'er thy head ; 
But rather find thee eyes, and look thee tlicre 
Whcro now thy feet ao heedlcsa o'er them tread» 
And thou shalt aee, where wasting now they lioi 
The unaeen hues of inimortality. 
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WxLT Thon not visit me ? 
The plant beside me feels tliy genite àeWf 

And eveiy biade of gross I see 
From thy deep earth ito quickening moistnre 
drew. 

Wilt Tlion not visit me ? 
Thy morning calla on me with cheering tone ; 

And every hill and tree 
Lend bui one voice, •— the voice of Thee alone. 

Come, for I need thy love, 
More than the fiowor the dew or grass the rain ; 

Come, gently as thy holy dove ; 
And let me in thy sight rejoice to live again. 

I will not hide from them 
When thy storms come, though fierce may be 
their wrath, 

But bow with Icafy stem. 
And strcngthcncd follow on thy chosen path. 

Tes, Thou wilt visit me : 
Nor plant nor tree thine eye delighto so well, 

Ad, when from sin set f ree, 
My spirit loves with tliine in ^ace to dwelL 



/111Ì 
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(Eit Comiftì o( t(e Lotti. 

"Tkke yt heed, wfttoh and pr»y : for yt knoir not whmn the tlmé 
ih**— SCaskzIU.33. 

CoMB Buddenly, Lord, or slowly come : 
I watt tliy will ; tliy servant ready is : 
Thou hast proparcd thy foUower a homei— • 
Tlie hoavcn in whicli Thou dwellcst, too, is his. 

Como in ilio morn, at noon, or midnight deep ; 
Come, for thy servant stili doth watch and pray : 
E'en whcn the world ai'ound is sunk in slecp, 
I wake and long to see thy glorious day. 

I would not Hx the timo, the day, nor hour, 
Whcn Thou with ali thine angols shalt appear ; 
Whon in thy kingdom Thou shalt come with 

power, — 
E'cn now, porhaps, the promised day is near I 

For thougli in slumber deep the world may lie. 
And e'en thy Church f orget thy great command ; 
Stili, year by year, thy coming draweth nigh. 
And in its power thy kingdom is at liand. 

Not in some future world alone 't will he, 
Beyond the grave, beyond the bounds of timo ; 
But on the earth thy glory we sliall see, 
And share thy triumph, peacef ul, pure, sublime. 
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Lordi help me that I f aint not, wearjr growi 
Nor at thy eoming slumbofi too, and sleep i 
For Thou hast promised, and fall well I know 
Thou wilt io U8 thy word of promise keep. 



Wht art thoa not awake, my son ? 
Tlie morning breaks I formod for thee | 
And I tlius oarly by tlieo stand, 
Thy new-awakoning lifo to see. 

Why art thou not awake, my son ? 
The birds upon the bough rejoice ; . 
And I Uius early by thee stand, 
To hear with theirs thy tuneful voice. 

Wliy slecp*8t thou stili? The laborers aU 
Are in my vinoyard : hoar thom toil, — > 
As for the poor, with harvost song 
Thoy treasure up the wine and oil. 
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(![it Cottale» 

Thb house my earthly porent left 
My hoavenly parent stili tlirows down^ 
For 't is of air and sun bereft, 
Nor stars ito roof with beauty erown* 

He gave it me, yet gave it not 
As one whose gifto are wise and good ; 
'T was but a poor and clay-built cot, 
And for a time the stomis witlistood. 

But lengthening years and froquent ndn 
O'ercame ito strength : it tottered, fell. 
And left me homeless bore again, — • 
And where to go I could not teli. 

But Boon the light and open air 
Roceived me as a wandoring childi 
And I soon tbought tlicir house more fairy 
And ali my gricf their love beguiled. 

Mine was the greve, the pleasant field 
Where dwelt the flowers I daily trod ; 
And there benide them, too, I kneeled 
And called their friend, my Father, God. 
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Tbebs shall rise around thy dwellbgy 
When thy house f rom heaven appears* 
Art thou that tliou liv'st in sellingi 
À8 are numbered up thy yean ? 

Thon canst ne'er have leave to enter 
lliat new dwelling's open door | 
Where thy ho^Kis and winhcs centrei 
Where tliy friend lias gone before | 

Till the hut where now thou livest 
Low Ì8 leveled with the ground ; 
Tlien thy prayer to Him who givest 
Has at length acce2)tance found. 

Tlion, though poor, yet He wiU cherishi 
WhoHO high niansion is the sky ; 
Ilouseless loft, thou shalt not porish 
'Neath ita wide-spread canopy, 

Quick, then, leave soiiie poorer dweller 
That wherein thou livest now; 
Better far awaits the seller, 
Richer landa his oxen plough. 



4 • 
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TnB eomings on of Faith, 

The goings out of Sight, 

Aro as tho brightcning of the morn 

And dying of the night. 

Man tclls not of the hour, — » 

By Him alone 't is told^ 

Who day and night with certain bounde 

Markcd out for him of old. 

The singing of tho bird, 

And Binking of hor strain ; 

Tho roar of ocean's stoiin-lashed waves 

And lull the dato retain. 

The fading of the leaf, 
And blcndiiìg of each hue ; 
Tho coniing hour stili hohl in truth| 
Wlion change tho old and new. 

Thore 's nought in Naturerà hymn, 
Of earthi or soa, or sky, 
But Ì9 prophetic of tho timo 
Wlien birth to dcath is nigh. 
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QDe Aileitt» 

Thbbe Ì8 a sighing in the woodf 
A mannur in the beating wavei 
The heart has never undentood 
To teli in words the thoughts they gara. 

Tet oft it feels an answering tonei 
When wanderìng on the lonely shore | 
And could the lips ita voice make knowni 
'T would sound as does the ocean's roar. 

And oft beneath the windniwept pine, 
Some chord is struck the strain to swell; 
Nor sounds nor language can dcfine,— 
'T is not f or words or sounds to telL 

T is ali unheard, that Silent Voice, 
Whose goings forth, unknown to ali, 
Bids bonding rced and bii*d rejoice, 
And fìlls with muHic Nature's hall. 

And in the speecldcss human heart 
It speaks, where'er man's fcet bave trod ) 
Beyond the lips' deceitful art, 
To teli òf Him, the Unsoen God. 
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C(e JmmortaU 

'T is not that Thou hast given to me 
A form which inortals cannot see, 

That I rejoice ; 
Bùt that I know Tliou art aroond. 
And though thcre comes to me no sound, 

I hear thy voice. 

*T is not that Thou hast given me place 
Among a now and liappy race, 

I serve thee. Lord ; . 
But that thy mercies never fail. 
And shall o'or ali my sins prevail^ 

Througli thino own word. 

Its praise has gene abroad ; who hears. 
He casts aside ali earthly fears, 

By it ho lives ; 
It bids him triumph o'er the grave. 
And him o'er dcath dominion gave, — • 

Thy Joy and pcace it gives. 

Hear it, ye poor I and ye who weep I 
Ariso, who lie in sin's long sleep I 

'Tis strong to free; 
Givo ear and it shall lead you on, 
Till you the crown again have won, 

And me and mine can sce. 
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Ths light tHat filb thy house «t mom, 
Thon eanst not f or thyself retain ; 
But ali who with thee here are bom» 
It biiU to share an equal gain. 



The wind that blows thy ship along, 
Her swolling sails cannot confine | 
Alike to ali the gales belong, 
Nor canst thou claim a breath as thine. 

The earth, the green ont-spreading earthf 
Whj liast thon f enced it off front me ? 
HacUt thou than I a nobler birthi 
Who callcst thmo a gift so free. 

Tlie wave, the blue encirduig warOi 
No chains can bind, no fetters hold I 
Its thunders teli of Him who gave 
What nono can over buy f or gold. 
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I QAZBD afar from the rocky hill, 
À8 if I nover could drink my fili 
Of the prospect fair, the ocean wide, 
The blue brìght ocean on every side. 

For with the prospect grew my mind, 
And Bccmed in tlie vast expanse to find 
A Bpace for ita flighti without shore or boondi 
Save the sky above and the shore around. 

But soon o'er my spirit a feeling stolei — ^ 
A sad, lonely feeling I could not control, 
Which tlie Bight of the ocean doth over bring, 
As if , like the 80ul| 't were a living thing. 

Tlie plaintive wave, as it broke on the shore, 
Sccmed sigliing for rest for evermore, 
And glad at lengtli the land to reach, 
And teli its tale to the silent beaclu 

So secmcd it then to my trandering thought, 
That in the vast prospect a home had sought ; 
The ship o'er the waters a port may find, 
But never the longing and restless mind. 

As night o'er the ocean its shadow threw, 
And homeward the weaiy sea-bird flew, 
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I tnrned from the dark and rocky height» 
With grateful heart io my heorth-stone brighi. 



Whekcb carne this monii this glorious moni| 
That hill and volley love so well? 
From Thee who gave me voice io sing, 
For thoyi too, of tliy bounty telL 

Look I how each leaf and grassy biade 
Return the glonces of the mom ; 
There is no beauty in the strcam 
But of ita beauty, too, is born. 

But none can teli how fair they are, 
Who do not with the morning live ; 
And in its light iind life with them, 
And like them always praises givo. 

This mom, this brightly-beaming moni| 
Then shall they know it carne fròm Theo ) 
For they shall in its light rejoice, 
And own that they thy children be. 
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dTie Abeptert'tf Life* 

Mt flocksy had'st thou e'er seen them, where they 

feed 
Upon the hills and flowery vestured plains^ 
And heard me pipe io them on shepherd's reed,— - 
Thcn would'st thou leave f ore'er tliy sordid guns. 

And haste thee where the streams so gently flow, 
Wlicro sounding pincs and rocks above me rise. 
And scck this quict Ufo o£ mino to know, 
And learn witli me ita simple joys to prize. 

How quietly the moming melts away 
Into tho neon,' whilo on the grass I He ; 
And neon fades quickly into evening gray, 
Whcn troop the stara aerosa the o'erhanging 

sky. 

Here day by day I know nor want nor care^ 
For ali I need has Love Paternal givon ; 
And bid me, bountooua, ali ita blesslnga aharOi 
And know on earth the bliss of thoae in heaven. 

Tlune be the shepherd's life, hia cot be tlune. 
And may'st thou sit bcside him at bis board \ 
Thon wilt tliou cease to sorrow or repinoi 
And to the pcace Clirist gave him be restored. 
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SSiKtUXt. 

I LOVE to tit on the green hill's sidei 

That looks aroond on a prospect wideìf 

And send my mind far away to rovo 

0*er flowcry meadow, and bending groye 

That looks in the silent deptlis below 

At the stranger wooda that downward grow ) 

And % o'er the face of the winding stream 

With the bcach bird that starts witli a tudden 

scrcam; 
Or skim with the guU the stili, cairn sea, 
Whcre the svilite sail sleeps so peacef ully ; 
Till I ali forgct in that waking dream, 
But the sky, greve, sea, and winding stream. 

And I lue me to the wood's green breast, 
Oh the bird's light wing that seeks her nest» 
With a swifter flight tlian she sprang away 
To nicct the bright steps of new-born day. 
Ilark I from the spot to mothcr so dcar, 
Break swect the cries of young on mine ear. 
Sce ! on the sable pine greve af ar 
Kains Silver light from Dian's bright car ; 
And stars steal downward with lovely rayi 
As if from earth to cali me away 
To groves wlicre the flowcrs of a deathless bloom 
Breathe o'er a land unsuUicd by a tomb. 
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Oh| grani me an hour, an hour like this, 
To drink from far purer streams of bliss 
Than flow near the dusty paths of lif e, 
Uptost by mad*ning passion and strife ; 
For my mind comos back witli a ligliter «pring 
T]ian the bird from hor weary wandering, — 
With a cairn moro dccp than the stili, bright sea, 
Where the white sai! uleeps 8o peacef ully, — 
To join the world of care again, 
And look on the struggles and strife of men 
With an eye that bearne with as pure a ray 
Às callcd my soul from these scenes away. 



(ZTie SbUtt. 

Men teli how many blossoms will appear 
On cvory tree they plant and liope to thrive ; 
How many kcrnols iìll the ycllow ear, 
How many boes shall swarm in every hive. 

When Springs bui come, 't is Autumn here with 

thcm ; 
And Sunnner but of Wintor's cold can teli ; 
And when they 8ce the f ruit on laden sterni 
With thcm ita early buda begin to swell. 

'T 18 ali too slow, fair Nature's gentle growth, 
Thoir hopes are ripe when hers but bud and 
bloomi 



ÉimmÈMm 
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And thejr accuse her equal pace of slothi 
And cast on her the shadow of tlieir gloom. 

But she, kind mother of her cliildren ali, 
With voice of dove-like mcokness gently cludes % 
^*I care for e*en tlie huniblo sparrow's foli, 
Alike with yon bright orb tliat o'er thee glides.'' 



1 



(ZT^e |)Qttr* 

I ASK not what the bud maj be 

That hangs upon the grccn-shoathed stem ; 

But love with every leaf I sce, 

To lie unfoldcd thcre like them. 

I ask not what the troe may bear 
Whcn whitened by the band of Spring | 
But with its blossonis on the air,. 
Would far around iny pciiumo flihg. 

Tlie infant's.joy is mine, — is mine ; 
I join its infant B|K>i*ts in glco, 
And would not for a worhl rc8Ìgn 
The look of love it casts on me. 

Leave not the bird upon the wing, 
But with her seek ber shadcd nest, 
And then with voice like hors thou It sing, 
"When life's last sunbcam gilds tlie west 
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Cotta;* 

I LiviB but in the presenti — where art thou ? 
Hast thou a home in some past, future year ? 
I cali to thee f rem every leafy bough» 
But thou art far away and canst not hear. 

Each flower lif ts up its red or yellow head. 
And nods to tliee as thou art passing by : 
Hurry not on, but stay thine anxious tread. 
And thou shalt live with me, for tliore am I« 

The stream that murmurs by thee heeds its ToicOi 
Nor stop thine ear, 't is I that bid it flow ; 
And thou with its glad waters shalt rejoicei 
And o£ the life I live within them know. 

And hill, and greve, and flowersi and running 

stream, 
When thou dost live with them shall look more 

fair ; 
And thou awake as from a cheating dream. 
The life to-day with me and mine to share. 
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QTie Folte ef 0ofe* 

Thxt told me, when my heart was gUtd, 
And ali around but said, rejoice, — 
They told me, and it made me tad. 
The thunder was God*8 angry voice* 

And then I thought that from the sky, 
Throned monarch o'er a guilty world, 
HÌ8 glance -* the lightning fiashing by — 
HÌ8 band tlie bolts of min hurled. 

But now I learn a hólier creed 
Than that my infancy was taught : 
r^T is from the words of love I reati ■ 

\ That the swcct 1Ì2)8 of Naturo caugli^ 

• 

Yes, 't was my Fathcr's voice I f cared t 
It iìlls the hcavon, the widc-sprcad earth | 
It called in every tono tliat checred 
Tliose rosy hours of childhood's mirth. 

'T is only on the hcedless ear 
It brcaks in thundcr*8 pcaling wrathi 
Winging the wanderer*B fcct with fear 
To fly dcstruction's flaming patlu 

CCod dwells no more afar from meA 
]j[n ali tliat lives bis voice isbeard^j 
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<^From the loud shout 
\ To warbled song 



out of roUing sea^ 
of inorning*B bird. j 



< In ali that Btirs the human brcast, 
Tliat wakes to mirth or draws the tear, 
In passion*8 stomi or bouVb cairn rest, 
Alike the voice of God I hear 



CTo tjfte Painttti Coltmtbine* 

Brioht imago of the early years, 
Whcn glowcd my check as rcd as tliou, 
And lifc*8 dark throng of caros and fcars 
Were swif t-winged shadows o'er my sunny brow ! 

Thou blushcst from the paintcr*s page, 
Bobed in the mimic tints of art ; 
But Naturc*s hand in youth's green age 
With faircr hucs ih'st traccd thee on my heart 

The morning*s blush, she made it thinoi 
The morn*8 swcct breath, she gave it thee^ 
And in tliy look, my Colunibinc, 
Each fond-rcmembored s2>ot slie bade me see. 

I see the hilPs far-gazing head, 
Whoro gay thou noddcHt in the gale ; 
I hcar liglit-boundiiig footstcps tread 
The grassy patii tliat winds along the vale. 
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I bear the Toiee of woodland long 
Break from eaeh bush and well-kiumii tree. 
And on ligbt pinions berne along, 
Comes back the kugh from childhood's heart o: 
glee. 

0*er the dark rock the dashbg brook» 
With look of anger, lèaps again, 
And, hastening to each flowery nookf 
Ite distant voice is heard far down the glen. 

Fair child of arti thy charms deeajTy 
Touched by tlie wiiliercd band of Time | 
And hushed tlie music of tliat day, 
When my voice mingled with the streamlet*i 
chime ; 

But on my heart thy cheek of bloom 
Shall live when Nature's amile has fled) 
And, rich with memory*8 sweet perfmne» 
Shall o'er ber grave tliy tributo incense shed* 

There sbalt thou live and wake the glee 
That echoed on thy native bill ; 
And when, loved flower, I think of theoi 
My infant f eet will seem to seek thee stilL 



130 VERTB POEMB. 



Still blooming on, when Summer flowen ali 

fode, 
The goldcn-rods and asters fili the giade ; 
Tlie tokens they of an ExhausUess Love 
Tliat ever io the end doth Constant prove* 

To one fair tribe another stili succeeds, 
As still the heart new forms of beauty needs ; 
Till these bright children of the waning year, 
Its latoEt borni havo come our souls to cheer. 

They glance upon us from their f ringUd eyes. 
And to their look our own in love replies ; 
Within our hearts we iìnd for them a place, 
As for Uie flowors which early sprmg-time grace« 

Dospond liot, travelcr ! On lifo*s lengtliened way, 
Whcn ali Uiy early f riends bave passcd away ; 
Say not, '* No more the beautiful doth live, 
And to the eartli a bloom and f ragrance give.** 

To every season has our Father given 
Some tokens of bis love to us from heaven ; 
Nor leavcs us bere, uncheered, to walk alone, 
When ali we loved and prized in youth have 
gone. 
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Lei Imt thy heart go f ordì io ali aronndi 
Stili by thjr side the beautiful is foundi 
Along thjr path the autumn flowera shall tm&ei 
And to ita dose life's pilgrimage beguile* 



Co t\t f QMtl f (otom 

Dark f ossil flower 1 I see thy leaves unrolledy 
With ali thy lines of beauty freshly morkedi 
As when the eye of Morn beamed on thee finti 
And thou first tum'dst to meet ita welcome smile. 
And sometimes in the coals' bright rainbow 

hues 
I dream I see the colora of thy prime, 
And for a moment robe thy f orm again 
la splendor not ita own. Flower of the past 1 
NoW| as I look on theci life*s echoing tread 
Falla noiselesa on my ear, — tlie present dica ; 
And o'er my soul the thoughts of distant timo. 
In silent wavesi like billows from the sea. 
Come rolling on and on, with ceaselcss flow, 
Innumerable. Thou may*Bt bave aprung un- 

aown 
Into thy neon of life, when firat earth heard 
Ita Maker*8 aovereign voice ; and laughing flowera 
Waved o*er the*meadows, hung on mountaiii 

crags, 
And nodded in the breezè on every bill. 
Thou may'st bave bloomed unseoui aave by tho 

atara 
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That sang together o'er thy rosy birthi 
And carne at ève to watch thy folded rost* 
None may have sought thee on thy fragrant 

home,t 
Save light-voiced wmds that round thy dweUing 

played, 
Or Beomcd to 8Ìgh| as oft their wing(5d haste 
Compcllcd their foot to roani. Thou may'st have 

lived 
Beneath Uie light of later days, when man, 
Witli feet f ree-roving as the homeless wind, 
Scaled the thick-mantled height, coursed plains 

unshorn, 
Broaking the solitude of nature's haunt 
With voice that seemed to blend, in one sweet 

Btrain, 
The minglcd mudic of the elements. 
And whcn.against his infant frame they rosOi 
Uncurbod, unawed by his yet feeble hand, 
And whcn the muttering storm, and shonting 

wave, 
And rattling thunder, mated, round him raged. 
And Bcenicd at timcs like dcmon foes to gird, 
Thou mày*Bt have won with gentle look his 

hcart, 
And stirred the first warm.prayer of gratitude, 
And been his first/ his simplest altar-gift 
For thee, dark flower, the kindling sun caa 

bring 
No more the colora that it gave, nor monii 
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With kindly kiis, restore thy breatUng tweeU : 
Tei maj the mind'i mysterioos touch recali 
The bloom and f ragrance of thy early prime : 
For He who to the lowly lily gave 
A glory richer than to proudest king^ 
He painted not those darkly-shining leayesy 
With bluflhes like the dawn, in vain ; nor gayo 
To thee ita swoetly-scented breath, to waste 
Upon the barron air. £*en though thou Btood 
Alone in naturerà forest-honie untrod. 
The first-loye of the stare and sighing winde, 
The minerai holds with faithful trust thy form, 
To wake in human hearts sweet thoughts of IoyOi 
New the dark past hangs round thy memory* 



(!r(e ®nr Boat* 

The road is left that once was trod 
By man and heavy-laden beast ; 
And new ways opened, iron-shod, 
That bind the land from west to east 

I asked of Him, who ali things knows, 
Why none who lived now passed that way ) 
Where rose the dust the grass now grows ? 
A stili, low voice was heard to say: 

" Thou know'st not why I change the coarse 
Of him who travels, leam to go ; — 
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Obey the Spirit^s gende foree^ 

Nor ask thee where the stream may flow. 

'' Man Bhall not walk in bis own ways, 
For he is blind and cannot see ; 
But lot him trust, and lengthened days 
Shall lead bis f eet to beaven and Me. 

^' Then sliall the grass the patb grow o'er, 
That bis own wilf ulness bas trod ; 
And man nor bcast sball pass it more, 
But ho shall walk with Me, bis God." 



1 8AW a worm, — with many a f old 
He apun bimsolf a silken tomb ; 
And tliere in winter-time enrolled. 
He beedcd not the cold nor gloom* 

Within a small snug nook he lay, 
Nor snow nor sleet could reach him there, 
Nor wind was felt in gusty day, 
Nor biting cold of frosty air. 

Spring Comes with bursting buds and grass, 
Around him stirs a warmer breeze } 
The cbirping insects by him pass, — 
HÌ8 liiding-place not yet he leaves. 



BONO AND PBAIBB. 185 

Bui Summet carne, iU f enrid breath 
Was f eli within the sleeper'i celi ; 
And waking f rom his sleep of death, 
I saw him crawl f rom out his shell* 

Slow and with pain he first moved ony 
And of the dust he seemed to he ; 
A day passed by, the worm wa4 gone, — • 
He Boared on golden pinions froe* 



Thou sing'st alone on the bare wintry bonghi 
. As if Spring with its leaves were around thee 

now; 
And ita voice that was heard in the langhing 

riU, 
And the broeze as it whispered o*er meadow and 

hm, 

Stili fell on thine ear, as it murmnred along 
To join the sweet tide of thine own gushing 

song. 
Sing on — though its sweetness was lost on the 

blast, 
And the stomi has not heeded ihy song as it 

passedi 
Tet its music awoke in a heart that was near, 
A thought whose remembranoe will ever proYO 

doar ; 
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Thongh the brook may be f rozeni though silent 

ita voice, 
Ànd the galea throngh the meadows no longer 

rejoice, 
Stili I felt, as my ear caught thy glad note of 

glee, 
That niy heart io life's winter might caro! like 

thee. 



Co t(e |)ttmm{ns>%irti* 

I OANNOT heal thy green gold breast, 
Where deep those criiel teeth bave prest, 
Nor bid thee raise thy ruffled cresi 

And seek thy mate, 
Who aita alone within thy nesty 

Nor aeea thy fate. 

No more with him in aummer hours 
Thou 'It bum amid tlie leafy bowera, 
Nor hover round the dewy flowera, 

To f eed thy young ; 
Nor aeek, wlien evening darkly lowerSi 

Thy nest high httng. 

No more thou 'It know a mother'a care 
Thy honeyed apoila at ève to ahare, 
Nor teach thy tender brood to dare, 
With upward apring, 
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Their path through fields of snnny airi 
On new-fledged wing. 

For thy Return in vain shall wait 
Thy tender young, thy.fond» fond mate^ 
TiU night*8 last sta» beam f orth fall late 

On their sad eyes : 
Unknown, alas, thy cruel fate, 

Unheard thy cries I 



Itneit 

> A WITHEBED LEAF 8EEN ON A POST*! TABUb 

Poet'8 band hàs placed thee there, 
Aatamn*s brown and withered ecroll I 
Though to outward eye net fairi 
Thou hast beauty for the bouI, 

Though no human pen has traced 
On that leaf its leamed loro. 
Love Divine the page has gracedy — • 
What can words discover more ? 

Not alone dim Autumn*8 blast 
£choe8 from yon tablet sear, — 
Distant musio of the Fast 
Steals upon the poct*8 ear. 
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Yoioes Bweet of Bammer houn, 
Spring*8 soft whispers murmur by ; 
Feathered Bongs from leafy bowera 
Draw bis listeningBoulon high. 



TO — — OV THB DEATH OF HIS FRIESD» 

**T1mii ■hall ths duat return to oarth m It wm, Mid th» fplrll 
onto Ood who 8«Te It.** 

Shjb Bleeps not where the gladsomo earth 
Ita dark green growth of verdure waves, 
And where the winds' low-whispering murth 
Stoals o'er the silent graves. 

She sleeps not where the wild rose lends 
ItB fragrance to the morning air, 
And where thy form at evening bénds 
To rabe the voice of prayer. 

She sleeps not where the wandering wing 
Of weary bird will oft repose, 
And bid Death's lonely dwelling ring 
When shades around it close. 

She sleeps not there. — the wild-flowers' blush 
Would kiitdle up ber closcd eye ; 
She couid not bear sweet music's gush 
Pass ali unboeded by. 
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• 

Yab, Tain wonld earth cali forth again 
Her cbildren f rom their narrow bed ) 
The soni that loved her joyous Btrain 
Has fled — f orever fled. 

The spirit's robe earth gave is there, 
Where leans yon wild-flower's cheek of bloonny 
Where rises oft thy voice of prayer, — 
The spirit has no tomb, 

!Dttl{cstÌQlU^ 

The weight of years is on the pile 
Our fathers raised to Tliee, God: 
On this, our tempie, rest thy Bmilci 
Till bent with days ita tower shall nod. 

Thy word awoke, Power Divine I 
The hymn of praise in Nature*8 hall : 
'T 18 man*8 high gift to rear thy shrine» 
And on Theo as hÌ8 Father cali. 

To pòur in muBÌc'8 solemn strain 
The heart's deep tide of gi'atef ul love i 
And kindle in thine earthly fané 
A spirit fòr hia home above* 

Thon bad*8t him on thine aitar lay 
The holy thought, the pure desire ; 

> For the Dedicatlon of tb* Cburoh of tbo Nortli Soolttyli 
JaM22,1830. 
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That light within, a brighter rajr 
Than 8unbeam*8 glance^ or Testai firet 

'T will barn when Heaven'B high aitar flame 
Olì yon blue height has ceased to glow; 
And o'er earth's dark, dissolving frame 
The Bunlight of the Spirit throw. 

Father I within thy courts we bow, 
To ask thy blessing, seek thy grace : 
Oh, amile upon thy children now I 
Look down on this, thy hallowed place I 

And when ita trembling walls shall feel 
Time*8 heavy band upon them rest, 
Thy nearer presence, Lord, reveal. 
And make thy children whoUy blesi* 



SoON the waves so lightly bounding 

Ali f orget the tempest blast ; 
Soon the pines so sadly sounding 

Cease to mourn the storm that 's past 

Soon is hushed the voice of gladness 
Heard within the green wood's breast ; 

Tet come back no notes of sadness, 
No remembrance breaks its rest 
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Bat the heart,— how fond 'twill treasure 

Eyery note of grief and joy 1 
Oft come back the notf$8 of pleasorOy 

Grief fi sad echoes oh annoy., 

There stili dwell the loolcs that vanish 

Swift as brìglìtness of a dream ; 
Time in vain eartli's smUes may banish^ 

There undying stili th<)y beara. 



I SAW a bunch of flowers, and Time 
With withered band was plucking one; 
I wpndering asked him, as I passed, 
For what the thing I saw was dono. 

^'My gifts are these, the flowers yoa seOf 
For ber who comes I hold this rose ; " 
I looked : the nurse held out ber cliildi 
Just wakened from itj sweet repose. 

Its small band clasped the prize with joy^ 
Each seemed the other to tlie eye ; 
But Boon the flowers' bright léaves were strowni 
And while I gazed a youth passed by. 

The flower Time gave to bim he beld| 
And more admired ; and kept awhile ; 
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Tet as I watohed him on hb wajTy 

T was dropped ere he had paced a mile. 

Man kepi it longer : 't was to hira a gif t| 
And with it long was loath to part; 
But as he journcyed on, I saw 
The rose hty withered on hb heart 

One aged carne : stili he received Time's gift; 
But as he took it heaved a sigli : 
It dropped f rom out his trembling grasp, — • 
And at Time's feet hb offerings He. 

Thon knew I none could bear away the flower 
That Time on each and ali bestows ; 
Nor would I tako hb gift when he 
To me in turn held out a rose. 



(Sit^, {nsnttu, Po0t{iitme, Potftliitme^ lalantitr 

9imU 

FLBBTiNa years are ever hearing. 

In their silent course away. 
Ali that in our pleasures sharing 

Lent to life a cheering ray. 

Beauty*s cheek but blooms to witheri 
Smiling hours but come to fly ; 
. They are gene : Time 's but the giver 
Of whate'er is doomed to die* 



Thon may'st toaoh with Uightfng finger 
Ali that sense can here enjoy ; 

Tet witliin my bouI shall Unger 
That wliich thon canst noi destrojt 

Love*8 sweet voice shall thore awaken 
Joys that earth cannot impari : 

Joys that live when thon hast taken 
AU that here can charm the heart 

Ajb the yean come gliding by mei 
Fancy's pleasing visions rise ; 

Beauty's cheek, ah I stili I see thee. 
Stili your glancesy soft blue eyes I 



T is ali a great show 

The world that we 're in ; 
None can teli when /t was finishedf 

None saw it begin ; 
Men wander and gazo through 

Its courts and its halls, •— 
Like children whose love is 

The pictui:e-hung walls. 

There are flowers in the meadoWi 
There are clouds in the skyi 

Songs pour from the woodland^ 
The watérs glide by : •— 
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Too many, too many 

For eye or f or ear. 
The Bights that wo eoe 

And the soundu that we heart 

A weight as of slumber 

Comes down on the xnmd ; 
So swift Ì8 Li£e*8 train 

To ita objects we 're blind ; 
I, myself, am but one 

In the fleet gliding show; 
Like othcrs I walk, 

But know not where I go. 

One Saint to another 

1 heard say, " How long? " 
I listened, but nought more 

I heard of bis song. 
The shadows are walking 

Tlirough city and plain 
How long shall the night 

And its shadow rcmain ? 

How long ere shall shine. 

In this glimmer of thingSi 
The Light of which prophet 

In prophecy sings ; 
And the gates of that city 

Be oi>cn, whose sun 
No more to the west * 

Its circuit shall runl 
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Mt mother's voice I I hear it now | 
I feel ber band upon my broW| 

Ab when in heartfclt joy 
Sbe raised ber evcning bymn of pndsef 
And called down blessings on tbe days 

Of ber loved boy, 

My motber*8 voice ! I bear it now | 
Her band is on my buming brow. 

Ab in tbat early bour 
Wbén f ever tbrobbed tbrougb ali my veins. 
And tbat fond liand first soothed my piuns 

Witb bealing power. 

My motber's voice ! It Bounds as wben 
Sbe read to me of boly men^ 

Tbe Patriarcbs of old : 
And, gazing downward in my facoy 
Sbe scemcd eacb infant tbougbt to trace 

My young eyes told. 

It Comes — wben tbougbts unballowed tbrongi 

Woven in Bweet deceptive songi 

C^ And wbispers roimd my beart; 

Ab wben at ève it rose on bigb 
10 
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I heaTi and think that she is nigh| 
And they depart. 

Though round my heart ali, oli beside, 
The voice of Fricndship, Love had died, 

Tliat voice would linger there ; 
As when, soft pillowed òn hor breast. 
Ite toncs first lulled niy iufant resti 
Or rose in praycr. 



JForebennatt. 

A BAD refrain I heard, front poet sad, 

Wliich on my soul witli deadening weight did 

fall; 
But quick another word, which made me glad, 
Did front the hcavens above me seem to calL 
The first was Nevermore ; which, like a kneU, 
Struck on my ear with duU funercal sound ; 
The last was Evormore ; wliieli, like a beli. 
In waves of music filled the air around. 
Forevermore with loved and lost to be. 
No more to suffcr chango, nor griof, nor pain ; 
From parti ngs sad to bo foro ver froe, — 
Such was tliat sweet belFs music : — ite refrain 
Blendcd with voices from the hcavenly shoroi 
Each whispering to my heart, Forevermore. 



^0e $(0iitnin0 anb t^e <Sn&. 



ant WMu. 



What is the word ? I of ten hèar men sajy jc 
Greeting each oèher in the mari or Street ; t^ 
Sceking for sometliing neW| from day to day^*^ 
Of friend or neighbor whom ihey chance to 

meet .. 
The question wakes in me the thoughtful mind | ^ 
Do they receive the word they ask to hear ? «.^C 
Or Ì8 it only like the passing wind, . ^ 
Or empty echo dying on the ear ? ** 
The Word, Man, is not some idle sound, X/ 
Lost on the ear almost os soon as heard: /- 
Unte the wise life-giving it b found, *- , 

And by its voice the inmost soni is stirred : / 
It falls not on the ground a barren seed, 'j 
ììni springeth up in fruitful thought and deed. ] 

And spoke before thou saw'st the morning lighti 

This is The Word ! of ali that is the womb, 

Of oli that see, the never-failing sight ; 

Speeclilcss, yet ever spcaking, none can hear 

The man grown silcnt in the praise of 6od ; . 

(140) . 
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For they within Him live» to hope and foar ; 
They walk and speak ; bui He, — the grasa- 

grown 8od* 
Ita presence round them calla them forili to It» 
A voice too great for murmur or reproof ; 
A 8un that shines till they o£ It are lit, 
Itsclf tlie utterance o£ Eternai Truth : 
Pcrfect, without a blemish ; ne ver found 
Save tUrough the veil that wraps thy being 

round. 



Tnou art : there is no stay but in thy love ; 
Tliy strength remains i it built the eternai hilla ; 
It speaks the Word forever heard above» 
And ali creation with ita presence fills ; 
Upon it let me stand, and I shall live ; 
Thy strength shall fasten me forever fixed, 
And to my soul its suro foundations givo» 
Wlien eai-th and sky thy Word in one has mixed* 
Rooted in Theo no storni my branch shall tear» 
But with each day new sap shall upward flow ; 
And stili thy vino the clustering fruit shall bear» 
That with each rain the lengthening shoots may 

grow, 
Till o*er thy Rock its Icaves sprcad far and wide» 
And in its green embrace its Farent hide. 



TUE BEOINNINO AND TUE END. Iftl 



Oe ftonier* 

He was not armed like those of eastern elimey 
Whose heavy axes f elied their heathep foe | 
Npr was he clad like those of later timei 
Whose breast-worn cross betrayed no cross be» 

low; 
Nor was he of the tribe of Levi bom, 
Whose pompous ritcs proclaim how vaili their 

prayet ; 
Wlìose chilluig words are board at night and 

morn, 
Who rend their robes, but stili their hearts woold 

spare. 
But he nor steel nor sacred robe had on, 
Yet went he forth in God's almighty power : 
Ho spoke the Word whose will is e ver dono 
From day's first dawn till earth*s remotest Iionr | 
And mountains mcltcd from bis prosence dowiiy 
And beli, affrighted, fled bcfore bis f rown. 



I 8AW a war : yet none the trùmpet bleWf 

Nor in their hands the steel-wrought weapont 

bare; 
And in tliat conflict armed tjiere fought but fewi 
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And none that in the world's lood tumnlts share ; 
They f ought against their wills, — the stubhom 

foe 
That mail-clad warrion left unfought withuii 
And wordy cliampions left unslain below, — 
The ravening wolf though drest ih fleeey skin. 
Thcy fought for peace, — - not that the world can 

give; 
Whose tongue proclaims the war its hands have 

ceascdy 
And bids us as each other*8 neighbor livei 
Ere haughty Self within us has deceased ; 
They fought for Him whose kingdom must in- 

crcasO) 
Good will to men, on earth forevei peace* 



QT^e Bailtaat. 

Thou great proclaimer to the outward eye 
Of what the Spirit, too, would seek to teU : 
Onward thou go'st, àppointed front on high 
The other wamings of the Lord to swell. 
Tliou art the voice of one that through the world 
Proclaims in startling tones, '' Prepare the way ; " 
The lofty mountain from its scat is hùrled, 
The flinty rocks thine onward march obey ; 
The valleys, liftcd from their lowly bed, 
O'crtop Uie hills that on them frowned before ; 
Thou passest where Uie living seldom tread. 
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Through foresto dark, where tides beneath thee 

roar; 
And bid'st xnan's dwelling from thy track re- 

move. 
And wou]d*8t with waming voice bis orooked 

paths reprove. 



>- lobe* 

I ASKED of Time to teli me where was Love : 
He pointed to her footsteps on the snow, 
Where first the angol lighted from abovoi 
And bid me note the way and onward go. 
Tlirough populous strects of cities spreading 

Wide, 
By loncly cottage rising on the moor, 
Where bursts from simdcred cliff the struggling 

tide, 
To where it hails the sea with answering roar, 
She led me on ; o'er mountain's frozen head, 
Wliere mile on mile stili stretches on the plain, 
Tlien homeward whitlier first my feet she led, 
I traced her path along the snow again ; 
But thcre the sun had melted from the earth 
Tlie prints whore first she trod, a child of mortai 

birth* 
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(ZTIbp 9eaittp Siatu. 

Tht beauty fodcs, and with it, too, my love ; 
For 't was ilio self-samo stock that bore ita 

flower. 
Soft fell the rain, and, breaking from abovei 
The 8un looked out upon our nuptial hour ; 
And I had tliought forever by thy side 
With bursting buds of hope in youth to dwellf 
But one by ono Time strewed thy pctals wide, . 
And evcry hupe's wan look a gi*ic£ can teli : 
For I had thoughtlcss lived beneath his sway, 
Who like a tyrant dealeth witli us ali, 
Crowning each rose, though rooted on decay, 
With channs that shall the Spirit's love entlirallf 
And for a season turn the souFs pure eyes 
From virtuo*s changcless bloom that timo and 

dcath defies. 

I QAZED upon thy face, — and beating life 
Once stilled its sleepless pulses in my breasti. 
And every thought whose bcing was a strife 
Each in its silcnt chamber sank to rest. 
I was not, save it were a tliought of thee ; 
The world was but a spot where Uioa hadst trod ; 



TffS BEQIS2tlIìO AND THE END. I5i 

m 

Trota eveiy star thy glance seemed fixed on me 
ÀlmoBt I loved ihee better thon my GocL 
And stili I gftze,— but 't is a holier thought 
Than tliat in which my spirit lived beforoi ' 
Each star a purer ray of love has caught, 
Earth wean a lovelier robe tlian dien it wore. 
And every lamp that bums around thy Hhrine 
Is fed with fire whose fountain is divino. 



(Zribe()oitt0. 

The minutes bave their trusts as Uiey go by, 
To bear thy love who wings their viewlesi 

flight ; 
To Tliee they lear their record as tliey fly. 
And nevor from their ccaseless round alight 
Rich with the Ufo Thou liv'st Uiey come to me,— 
Oh! may I ali that life to others sliow ; 
That they from strifo may rise and rest in Thee, 
And ali thy peace in Christ by me may know. 
Then sliall the moming cali me from my rest, 
With Joy fui hope that I thy child may live ; 
And when the evening comes, 't will make me 

blest 
To know that Thou wilt peaceful slumbers givo | 
Sudi as Thou dost to weary laborers send, 
Whose sleep from Thee doth with the dews de* 

scend* 
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QTIfte iSejrtttttins anlr tjfte (BiA* 

Thou art the First and Last, the End of ali 
The wandering spirit seelcs of earth to know ; 
Thee first it left, a Parent, at its fall ; 
To Thee again thy wilful child must go : 
With awe I read tlie promise of Uiy grace, 
To ali tliat disobey so freely given ; 
The child shall see again his Fathcr's face. 
And through thy love return to Thee and 

Iieaven. 
Ye spirits that around your Maker stand, 
Hcjoice I the world is ransomed f rom its woe. 
O earth I obcy your Sovercign's wise command» 
'T was He who bade for you his mercy flow ; 
It 18 for you his love dcscends like rain, 
Tliat you tlirough Ilini may riso to life again. 



$;n^ep of fit0t %ìatit* 



A tad refrain I heard, f rom poet tad • • • • 
Awaka, ya dead I Tba summont hat gona forth 
Brìght Imag^ of tha early yeara • • • • 
Come Buddenly, Lord, or slowly coma • 
Dark fossll flowerl I sea thy leaves unrollad 
Day I I lament that none can hymn thy pralia 
Bach naked branch, the yellow leaf or brown 
Father! I bless thy name that I do Uva • • 
Father, I wait thy word. The sun doth »tand 
Father! there le no chance to live with Thea 
Father 1 tliy wonders do not slngly stand • 
Fleeting 3'earf are ever hearing • • • • 
For those who worship Thee there ii no de.ath 
He was not armed Ilice those of castern clima 
I asked of Time to teli me wlicre wos Love 
I ask not what the bud niay be . • . • 
I build a house, but In this *t will appear . 
I cannot beai tliy green gold breast • • . 
I cannot bear tiiy voice with othcm* eara • 
I cannot teli the sorrows that I fcel • • • 
I found, far cullcd from fragrant ficld and grova 
I gazed afar from the rocky hiil • . • • * 
I gazed upon thy face, -^ and beatlng lifa • 
I bave no brother. Tliey who meet ma noir 
I idle utand thut I may find cmploy . . • < 
I live but in the present, ^ whcre art thou • 
I looked to flnd a man who wallced with Qod 
I love.thce when thy iwclling buds appear 
I love to sit on the green hiU*i side • • • 
I law a bunch of iSowers, and 'f ima • • • 
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fAOI 

I Mw a war i yet none the trompet blew 101 

Isawa worm,— witli many afold ••••••• 13i 

I saw him forcing link by link bla chaIn • • • • • 66 

I saw the spot whcro our first parentR dwelt • • • • 50 

Isce thcnii— crowd oncrowd they walk the earth • 67 

I sit wilhln my ronm, and Joy to flnd 61 

I thank Tiiee, Father, that the nl{$lit ti ncar • • • • 66 

It is not lifo upou thy gifts to Uve 64 

I too wlllwait with thee returning Sprint; • • • • • 80 

It witl not stoy ! the robe «o pearly whito • • . • • 00 

I walk the ntrect^ and thoiigh not meanly droet • • • 73 

I wouid adorn tlie day and give it voice • • • • • 40 

I wouId Ito low ^the ground on which men tread • • 44 

I wouid not breathe, when blovrs thy mighty wind • . 87 ' 

I wouid not tnrry. I^ook 1 tho ihingK bcfore • • • • 78 

I«ong do wo live upon tho hunkn of corn ••••#• 74 

B!cn teli how mony btosnoniR wiii appear 124 

Afy brotlicr, I am hungry: givo me food 74 

Bfy flockii, hnd'st thou c*er scen theni, where they feed 122 

Aly licart growf slck before the wide-apread death # # 07 

My mot lier*s voice! I iiearit no w ,146 

Naturo! my love for thee la deeper far 83 

Oli, bid tiie dcffcrt bionsom an the roiie 88 

Oli, humbie me! I cannot bidè tlic Joy • 68 

Oh praÌ80 tlte I^ord ! I^t every heart be giad • • • 80 

Oh! «wctl niy boKom dci'per wilh tliy love • • • • 46 

roct*R hnnd han placcd thce tiicre 137 

KttJoicOi ye wvary ! yo whose iipiriti mourn • • • • 79 

Slie slocpH not wlicre the gindsome earth 138 

8oon tho wavcs so lightly bounding 140 

Slay whero thou art, tiiou nced'nt not further go • • 101 

Stili blooming on, when Summer flowem ali fade # • 130 . / 

Stili, stili my eye will gazo long flxed on thee • • . 93 

Tlte bubbiing brook doth leap when I come by • # • 86 

Tlte buNli that has most brlars and bitter fruii • • • 103 

The clcar bright mornlng, wlth ita sccnteU air • • # 100 

Tlie comings on of Faith 110 

Tlie fairost day that ever yet hat ihone 02 
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TIm flowtrf I |Miif hayt «jrei that look at m« • • 
Tht frott U ottt, and in the open fieldt • • • • 
The hand and foot that stir not« the/ ehall flnd • 

The houBe my eartbly fiarent left 

The latter rain, — It falle in anxloue haete • • • 
The leavee, thoiifch thlclc» are falllngi one b/ one 
The light that fills tliy house at mora • • i # 
The llglit will never open nightlcMii eyet • # • • 
Tlie mlnutcì have their truntn as they Ro by • • 
The roomiiig comcs; and thickening fogii prevali 
Ttie morning*s briglitnets cannot mako'tlice glad 
Tlie night that has no star lit up by God . • . 
The plonls that careless grow l'hall blooin and bud 
The prlson-house Is full ; there Is no celi • • • 
Tlie Prophet spcak^ the world attcntive itands 
Tlio rain coiittis down, it cornee without our cali 
Tli«ro is a cup of Hwuct or bitter drink • • • 

There is a sighing in the wood 

Tliere is iiauj^ht for thee by thy hnste to gain • 
There Is no cliange of tinte atid pince with Hiee 
There is.no dealh with Tlive! cnch plant and tree 
There is no falth : the mountain stands within 
Tliere is no moment but whose flight doth bring 
Tliere is no worithip now: the idol stands . 
Tlie road is left tliat once was trod . . . 
The roso thou shóvr*st me has lust ali Its bue 
The seed has started, — wbo can stny it? Soe 
Tlio sun doth not tlio hidden place revcal • 
The sweet-briar roso has not a furm moro fair 
The wcigbt of years is on the pile . . • • 
The winds are out with loud increasing shout 
The words that come unuttered by the breath 
Tiiey love me not who at my table eat . • 
They told me, wlien my heart was glad . • 
Thou art more dcadly than the Jew of old • 
Thou art the First and Lant, the End of ali 
Thou art: there is no stay but in thy love • 
Thou great proclainier to' the outward eye • 
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Thott basi not left the rongh-barked trae to groir • 
Thou looke»t up with meek, confidlng ty • . . • 
Thou inak*st me poor that I enriched by Thee • • 
Thou need*Bt not flutter from ihy lialf-built nest • • 
Thou need*8t not rast t the thining epheres ara thlne 
lliou pray*Bt not, «ave when In thy soul thou pray*tt 
Tliou raadestf but each lettored word can give 
Thou ripcnent the fnilts wlth wartner air . • 
Thou shalt do what Tliou wUt whh thine own band 
Thou rhalt tho mountain movo; be strong In me 
Thou sing^tt alone on tho bare wliitry bough • 
Thou springeNt from tlie ground, and niay not I 
Tliou tellcst truths unnpoken yet by man . . 
Thou wilt my hands employ, tliough others find 
Tliy beauty fadcH, and with it too my love . . 

*TÌB ali a greatshow 

*T Ì8 a new lifo; — thoughta move not as they dld 
*TÌ8 ncar the morning watcht the dini lamp burnì 
'T is not that Thou hast given to mo . • • • 
*T is to yourseir I «peak t you cannot know • 
To teli my journeys, wlrara I daily walk • • 
TrccN shall rise around thy dwelling . . • • 
Upon the I^iymnuth shora the wild rose blooms 
What is tho word ? I often bear men say • • 
Whonco carne this morn, this glorious morn • 
Whenco did»t thou spring, or art thou yet unborn 
Whcn Comes the sun to visit thee at morn • • • 
Wbcn I would sing of crooked streams and fields 
Whera tlris one dweils and that, tbou know*st it well 

Why art thou not awako, my son 

Why randest thou? thou canst not gain the llfe 
Wilt Thou not visit me 



FAOI 

08 
01 
41 
06 
89 
70 
61 

104 
43 
78 

136 
37 
02 
43 

154 

143 
40 
GO 

118 
GÌ 
56 

115 
03 

140 

121 

102 
65 
83 
63 

113 
37 

HI 



ti 



. '3 






-/ 



"^ 



